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BEQUEATHED   MID-OCEAN 


O'er  Bath's  fair  city  shone  the  noon's  hot  sun; 

Christina  Bruce  her  rest  had  just  begun, 

When  to  her  room  a  postal  message  came 

From  her  brave  husband,  Captain  Bruce  of  fame. 

His  ship,  the  Perseverance,  his  command. 

Had  during  last  night  safely  reached  the  land. 

She  read  the  written  words  with  puzzled  look, 

And  fast  aside  she  cast  her  favoured  book. 

'What  can  he  mean?'  as  reading  them  again 

She  hopes  to  solve  the  riddle,  but  in  vain. 

'Expect  me  home  to-night, — the  train  to  meet 

Arrives  at  seven,  and  with  a  stranger,  sweet, 

I  come.'    Strange,  very  strange,  Christina  thought, 

And  with  fast  rising  jealous  feelings  fought. 

The  train  she  met,  and  much  she  wondered  then 

To  see  the  Captain,  bravest,  best  of  men, 

Forth  bearing  in  his  arms  a  little  child 

With  wrappings  rich  and  eyes  of  hazel  mild. 

A  fairy,  golden-headed  thing  of  three 

Whose  fondness  for  the  Captain  all  might  see. 

The  greetings  o'er, — by  eager  questions  plied 

The  Captain  thus  unto  his  wife  replied : 

'Christina,  dear!  I  cannot  tell  you  much. 

Her  mother's  dead,  will  you  to  her  be  such? 

Give  her  a  mother's  love  and  tender  care, 

She'll  cheer  on  •  home  and  spread  contentment  there. 
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Her  hist'ry  must  remain  for  sometime  dark; 
A  sacred  trust  is  she !     My  words  you'll  mark ! ' 
Christina's  gentle  heart  felt  strangely  sore, 
Her  husband's  secrets  she  had  shared  before, 
But  to  his  will  she  bowed  with  patient  grace, 
And  kindly  kissed  the  little  one's  fair  face. 
Arrived  at  home,  the  baby  girl  soon  showed 
On  whom  her  adoration  was  bestowed; 
She  nestled  near  the  Captain,  and  was  prest 
With  longing  fondness  to  that  good  man's  breast. 
But  to  his  wife's  true  eye  a  tear  it  brings 
To  see  her  husband  thus  in  leading  strings 
Of  this  fair  maid  of  only  summers  three, 
Whose  birth  and  parentage  revealed  not  he; 
But  still  she  loved  the  child,  and  for  her  cared. 
As  time  went  on,  and  she  became  prepared 
For  all  the  changing  scenes  her  life  now  held. 
May  be  her  anxious  heart  full  oft  rebelled 
'Gainst  seeming  lack  of  confidence  in  her 
By  one  whose  courage,  truth,  and  love  could  stir 
The  highest  feelings  in  her  woman's  breast. 
But  yet  she  knew  that  what  he  did  was  best; 
Some  reasons  good  mayhap  he  surely  had 
For  holding  back  this  secret,  doubtless  sad. 
The  only  fact  that  she  had  ever  gleaned 
Was,  that,  with  trust  upon  her  husband  leaned 
The  lady-mother  of  the  lovely  child. 
Who  died  mid-ocean,  feeling  reconciled 
To  her  sad  fate,  when  to  this  noble  man 
She  told  her  tale  of  wrongs  and  sorrow  wan ; 
And  left  her  child,  a  sacred  charge  to  him. 
This  was  Christina's  knowledge — somewhat  dim. 

Time  sped.    The  little  Oriana  grew, 
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And  won  the  hearts  of  all  of  those  she  knew. 
Her  brilliance  and  beguiling  ways  were  such 
That  charmed  all  who  came  with  her  in  touch. 
A  peerless  pearl  in  shining  shell  she  seemed, 
Or  glist'ning  star  removed  from  clouds,  one  deemed 
Her  so,  or  like  the  wild  free  music  of  the  lark 
That  heavenwards  soared  from  out  the  dewy  park. 
She  grew  apace.    The  Captain,  not  at  sea 
(He'd  sent  his  papers  in  to  be  more  free 
To  tend  his  ward — his  fair  adopted  child) — 
And  many  an  hour  with  her  he  had  beguiled. 
He  was  her  teacher,  guide  and  guardian  all, 
.And  ever  answered  to  her  childish  call. 
The  youngest  son  of  eight  was  Captain  Bruce, 
For  which  his  name  Octavius  was  excuse. 
His  brothers  all  had  been  of  worth  and  rank, 
And  now  into  the  Silent  Land  had  sank. 
In  private  life  Octavius  was  known 
As  one  of  culture,  and  had  lately  grown 
More  fond  of  Art  and  Music  than  of  yore. 
One  friend — the  old  violin — he  did  adore. 
And  to  the  ears  of  Oriana  fair 
Played  softly  many  a  sweet  enthralling  air. 
The  child's  rich  soul  was  stirred  with  sacred  fire 
By  the  dream  melodies  he  did  inspire. 
Time  went  like  this  so  smoothly  for  a  space. 
But  perfect  peace  is  not  for  human  race. 
One  morn,  while  sitting  at  their  pleasant  meal, 
Dark  threat'ning  clouds  o'er  their  horizon  steal; 
Beside  his  place  the  Captain's  letters  lay, 
And  carelessly  he  opened  them  this  day, 
But  one,  alas !  soon  blanched  his  face  and  lip 
Sent  by  the  owners  of  his  previous  ship. 
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Enclosed  by  them,  but  bore  an  Indian  stamp, 

At  sight  of  which  the  Captain's  brow  grew  damp. 

Tray,  forward  to  the  captain  in  command 

Of  ship  The  Perseverance,  leaving  land — 

Calcutta's  coast — on  date  the  so-and-so.' 

This  letter  read  he,  and  then  let  it  go. 

O'er  his  brave  face  a  breath  of  fear  had  passed. 

He  kissed  the  child  and  bade  her  go  at  last; 

Then,  turning  to  his  anxious  wife,  he  said: 

'Christina,  love,  be  thou  not  so  afraid, 

But  spare  me  time  to  talk  this  matter  out. 

A  serious  danger  threatens  without  doubt 

Our  little  ward,  and  we  must  safely  take 

Her  to  a  sheltered  home  that  we  must  make. 

Dear  wife,  grieve  not  o'er  this,  your  sacrifice, 

The  good  reward  that  follows  will  suffice.' 

With  patient  face  and  eyes  fast  dimmed  with  tears 

Christina  listened  to  her  husband's  fears. 

And  played  her  part  with  usual  grace  and  tact 

To  help  her  husband  in  his  kindly  act. 

Their  stay  in  Bath  was  ended  with  all  speed. 

Leaving  behind  no  faintest  trace  indeed. 


II 

The  waves  were  playing  o'er  the  silv'ry  strand, 
Blending  their  music  with  the  distant  band 
Whose  mellow  strains  rose  from  Llandudno  pier. 
And  notes  of  harmony  fell  on  the  ear. 
There  seemed  a  mantle  full  of  evening  song 
Flung  round  'Great  Ormes'  from  varied  mingling 
throng, 
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And  from  that  headland  vastly  tall  and  grand 
Vibrate  melodious  echoes  to  the  strand. 
The  rosy  lights  upon  its  lofty  peak 
Flash  back  the  dying  sun's  last  ling'ring  streak. 
The  swelling  clouds  look  down  with  gilded  fold, 
Reflecting  in  the  water  shades  of  gold. 
Fearless  sea-birds  with  graceful  motion  skim 
O'er  the  wide  space  of  boundless  ocean  grim. 
On  this  sweet  eve  in  early  summer  time 
When  Nature's  happy  smile  was  most  sublime, 
Stood  musing  by  the  sea  a  little  girl. 
Watching  the  playful  wavelets  dance  and  whirl. 
A  child  was  she  with  face  of  angel  light, 
With  golden  hair,  and  robed  in  purest  white, 
Tall  for  her  age,  for  it  was  barely  nine, 
Of  form  so  elegant,  and  breeding  fine. 
A  rock  is  near  her  torn  by  tempest's  wear, 
Familiar  figures  twain  are  resting  there, 
The  man  so  noble-like,  with  striking  mien. 
Bom  to  command — in  him  may  soon  be  seen 
Our  gallant  sailor  friend,  good  Captain  Bruce, 
Who  with  his  anxious  fears  had  made  a  truce, 
And  near  this  Welsh  resort  had  found  retreat 
Within  the  sound  of  his  loved  billow's  beat. 
His  gentle  wife  sits  calmly  by  his  side, 
Pale  as  of  yore  and  more  beatified. 
See !  Now  they  rise  from  their  rough,  rocky  seat, 
And  call  their  child,  whose  joy  is  then  complete. 
Onward  they  go  towards  their  new-found  home, 
A  villa  fine  in  grounds  so  sweet  to  roam. 
Months  passing  six  has  been  their  sojourn  here, 
'Mayville'  to  them  is  fast  becoming  dear, 
A  fairer  spot  than  this  'twere  hard  to  find, 
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An  exile  so  imposed  they  need  not  mind. 
Alas !  a  day  of  grief  was  coming  fast, 
When  sweet  Christina  would  be  of  the  past; 
Her  health,  a  source  of  anxious  care  at  best. 
Completely  breaks,  and  she  is  laid  to  rest 
In  still  God's  acre,  where  the  ocean's  spray 
May  bathe  with  briny  tears  the  spot  one  day. 
Her  work  on  earth  is  o'er,  her  spirit  calm 
Has  passed  beyond,  like  some  sweet  angel's  psalm. 
Her  gentle  tenderness  and  loving  deeds 
Remain  as  sacred  plants  amidst  earth's  weeds. 
The  Captain  and  the  child  are  now  alone, 
Each  for  the  other's  loss  tries  to  atone. 
By  thoughtful  love,  and  many  a  kindly  act, 
Their  sympathy  is  shown  with  heartfelt  tact. 
The  Captain  now  begins  to  sow  the  seed 
On  which  his  ward's  pure  mind  and  soul  shall  feed; 
He  felt  as  if  she  were  a  tiny  bark 
He  was  about  to  float  on  ocean  dark — 
On  life's  great  ocean — and  he  pledged  his  word 
To  keep  her  white  sails  pure  whate'er  occurred. 
Unique  of  plan  the  Captain's  methods  prove. 
And  neighbours  shake  their  heads,  and  disapprove 
Of  the  eccentric  teaching  he  imparts. 
He  shields  her  from  the  sting  of  worldly  darts; 
He  meant  to  make  of  her,  'tis  understood, 
Ideal  type  of  perfect  womanhood; 
Her  life  he  guards  as  if  in  cloister's  shade. 
No  taint  of  outward  sin  on  her  is  made  ; 
A  pure  and  healthy  life  she  leads  each  day 
Removed  from  worldly  intercourse,  we  say. 
The  Captain  was  her  teacher,  kind  and  true, 
And  proud  he  was  of  his  apt  pupil  too. 
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In  gloaming  of  an  early  Autumn's  day, 

A  sacred  hour  they're  whiling  thus  away; 

The  last  sweet  echoes  on  our  ears  just  steal 

Of  the  soft  strains  of  loved  'Land  of  the  Leal' 

Which  Oriana's  sweet  young  voice  had  trilled, 

The  touching  notes  the  Captain's  heart  had  thrilled. 

And  now  as  the  last  note  fades  to  the  ear 

He  calls  her  to  his  side,  this  child  so  dear, 

And  with  a  voice  sad  with  emotion  says : 

'My  child,  thy  song,  the  sweetest  of  all  lays, 

Remindeth  me  how  brief  indeed's  the  span 

Between  that  Angel  Land  and  mortal  man ; 

I'm  nearing  fast,  my  darHng  child,  I  feel 

That  land  you  sing  of — ^that  'Land  of  the  Leal.' 

My  very  life  you've  been,  my  heart's  full  joy. 

In  saddest  moments  thou  my  faith  didst  buoy. 

If  I  have  erred  in  keeping  you  apart 

From  other  girls,  and  all  the  worldly  art, 

Unfitting  you,  perhaps,  to  cope  alone 

With  jarring  world,  oh  I  let  this  fact  atone — 

That  if  your  life  I've  piloted  amiss 

Deep  Love  was  at  the  helm,  remember  this, 

And  promise  me  you'll  come  to  that  fair  land 

With  same  white  soul,   and  same  pure  heart  and 

hand. 
Your  future  I've  provided  for  as  far 
As  in  my  pow'r,  and  may  no  troubles  mar 
Your  life,  when  I,  borne  to  that  distant  shore. 
Have  left  you  on  the  strand  with  feelings  sore. 
In  May  next  year  you  will  be  twenty-one. 
But  ere  that  time  perchance  I  may  have  gone. 
In  yonder  cedar  desk  of  mine  you'll  find 
My  wishes,  dear,  but  know  I  do  not  bind 
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You  to  them,  if  inclined  you  are  to  go 
Into  the  world  its  gaities  to  know. 
In  that  desk  also  papers  will  relate 
The  hist'ry  sad  of  your  poor  mother's  fate. 
Hitherto,  my  child,  the  waters  have  been  smooth, 
But  should  a  storm  arise  you  cannot  soothe, 
Call  out  with  all  the  power  of  your  strong  faith 
To  that  Great  Pilot  who  can  save  from  scathe.' 
While  thus  the  Captain  spoke,  the  maiden  wept. 
The  truth,  so  bitter,  to  her  mind  had  crept. 
Alas  I  that  she  should  have  to  part  with  him, 
Her  loved  and  best,  indeed  a  prospect  grim. 
Cheer  up,  young  heart,  look  not  at  facts  thro'  tears, 
Bear  well  thy  part  and  banish  useless  fears. 
Months  passed,  and  all  the  dread  of  painful  change 
Which  troubled  Oriana,  now  seemed  strange. 
The  Captain  grew  more  strong,  and  almost  gay. 
As  thro'  the  same  routine  they  went  each  day. 
But  one  day  came,  and  with  it  ills  did  bring — 
The  Captain's  sick, — his  angel's  on  the  wing 
Tending  and  watching  him  with  anxious  care. 
But  for  the  worst  she  could  not  yet  prepare. 
Alarm  she  felt,  to  see  prostrated  so 
The  dearest  friend  on  earth  that  she'd  e'er  know. 
He  wished  for  naught,  but  only  to  lie  still. 
And  hold  his  precious  darling's  hand  at  will; 
At  dusk  he  turned  a  loving  look  to  cast 
On  her  sweet  face,  and  weary  said  at  last : 
'My  dearie,  bring  the  old  violin  and  play 
The  lullaby  which  I  have  loved  each  day.' 
Settling  him  with  a  kiss,  she  soon  obeyed. 
And  brought  the  old  violin,  and  softly  played 
The  dreamy  music  they  so  loved  to  hear 
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At  eventide,  the  hour  to  them  so  dear. 
She  wandered  on  until  at  last  'Farewell' 
Seemed  on  her  instrument  the  words  to  tell, 

'Farewell,'  farewell  is  a  lonely  word, 
And  always  brings  a  sigh — 

But  give  to  me  when  loved  ones  part 
That  sweet  old  word,  'Good-bye.' 
Asleep  he  seemed,  she  sitting  now  quite  still, 
Afraid  his  slumbers  to  disturb  until 
Silence  prolonged,  a  chill  sent  to  her  heart, 
She  softly  crossed  the  room  a  light  to  start, 
Then  looking  on  the  dearest  face  on  earth 
Her  heart  grew  cold,  and  chilled  her  breath  at  birth. 
The  spir't's  serenade  in  its  lofty  flight 
To  confines  of  that  unknown  world  of  light 
Was  what  her  playing  of  'Farewell'  had  meant, 
This  now  she  knew  as  o'er  his  form  she  bent; 
The  heart  that  had  so  loved  had  ceased  to  throb. 
Hushed  for  all  time  the  voice  that  Death  did  rob. 
The  Captain  had  his  cable  slipped  at  dark 
On  his  long  lonely  voyage  to  embark. 
No  scene  did  Oriana  make,  but  felt 
The  world  stand  still  as  'twere,  and  low  she  knelt. 
Her  heart  a  deep  and  mighty  love  had  held, 
And  now  o'erwhelming  sorrow  it  had  felled; 
But  still  she  rose  majestic  in  her  grief 
And  gave  her  needful  orders  calm  and  brief. 
Her  final  visit  to  that  sacred  shell 
Which  late  had  held  the  soul  she  loved  so  well 
She  paid,  the  night  before  that  last  sad  act 
Performed  should  be, — and  with  a  tender  tact 
The  shroud  she  raised,  and  laid  the  old  violin 
To  rest  for  aye — poor  lonely  heroine! 
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The  morrow's  painful  ordeal  soon  has  passed, 
And  Oriana's  left  alone  at  last; 
She  kneels  again  in  that  deserted  room, 
And  yields  herself  to  cold  despair  and  gloom. 
Anon  she  raised  her  head,  with  eyes  intent. 
They  on  his  portrait  on  the  wall  now  bent, 
'Naught  but  a  memory  now  is  left,'  she  sighs, 
'But,  oh,  how  blest  a  memory  to  prize ! ' 


III 

The  primal  plants  are  springing  from  their  beds. 
The  modest  snowdrops  bow  their  virgin  heads 
Before  the  grand  awak'ning  touch  of  Spring 
Now  hast'ning  over  earth,  new  life  to  bring, 
The  cloud  of  grief  on  Oriana's  sky 
With  ling'ring  darkness  slowly  passes  by; 
Her  one  great  star  had  gone,  alas !  for  aye. 
And  sadly  o'er  her  loss  she  mourned  each  day. 
Alone  she  stands  in  that  old  'Mayville'  room 
Where  last  we  saw  her  stricken  low  with  gloom. 
Her  white  robe,  semblance  of  the  soul  within. 
Enfolds  a  form  that  taintless  is  from  sin; 
She's    deep    in    thought — and    noble    dreams    she 

weaves. 
Her  soul's  on  fire,  and  see!  her  bosom  heaves; 
Dreams  for  the  future  she  is  weaving  now. 
Her  life  work  planned,  and  with  an  earnest  vow 
Her  life  she  consecrates,  and  its  best  gifts. 
To  noble  work,  and  so  her  mind  uplifts; 
Her  studies  she  pursues  with  aim  in  view, 
And  from  the  higher  sources  thus  she  drew 
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Rich  draughts  of  lasting  comfort  to  her  mind; 

In  Music  and  in  Art  was  hers  to  find 

A  fort  'gainst  loneliness  and  pining  thought; 

And  each  day  with  incessant  care  she  wrought. 

A  picture's  on  her  studio  easel  there 

That  speaks  the  Artist's  skill  and  tasteful  care; 

Great  thought  and  pains  for  hours  on  it  she  spends, 

And  hopes  reward  to  reap  when  work  she  ends. 

With  her  own  home  she  is  contented  yet, 

Though  many  friendly  overtures  she's  met; 

The  Vicar,  anxious  for  this  strange  lone  girl, 

Tried  kindly  to  approach  her  and  unfurl 

Wise  schemes,  and  exhortations  tried 

To  bring  her  from  seclusion,  but  defied 

He  sadly  left  her  to  her  own  sweet  will, 

Which  led  her  on  to  good  and  not  to  ill. 

Her  sole  companion  was  her  faithful  dog 

With  whom  she  held  a  daily  dialogue. 

Dash — a  fine  collie — was  a  hero  brave 

Who'd  saved  a  tiny  child  from  watery  grave. 

This  faithful  dog  our  Oriana  had, 

He  cheered  her  now  in  many  moments  sad. 

With  Dash  she  strolled  along  the  rocky  shore, 

Delighting  oft  in  the  wild  billows'  roar, 

Dash  was  a  swimmer  strangely  strong  and  good 

Riv'lling  his  mistress,  who  when  in  the  mood 

Enjoyed  this  pastime,  and  well  could  she  swim. 

For  many  lessons  she  had  had  from  him — 

Her  loved  lost  Teacher,  and  proud  he  had  been 

Of  this  accomplishment  of  hers,  I  ween. 

The  picture — her  creation — now  is  done, 
And  place  in  the  Academy  has  won. 
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The  Captain  had  foretold  that  this  might  be 
If  hard  she  worked.     So  diUgently  she 
Had  done  her  best,  and  now  with  swelHng  heart 
Her  joy's  marred  only,  he  can  take  no  part 
In  her  first  triumph, — and  more  joy  anon 
When  she  is  told  her  picture's  bought  by  one 
Who  wishes  for  another  from  her  brush. 
Delightful  feelings  through  her  mind  did  rush, 
For  with  the  price  her  one  idea  was 
To  help  her  protege's — blind  Philip's  cause. 
This  poor  boy  lives  in  that  cot  by  the  sea 
With  widowed  mother — talented  is  he. 
In  music  he'd  excel  with  training's  aid, 
This  he  shall  have  has  Oriana  said. 
Late  Spring  arrived,  and  for  health's  benefit 
To  fair  Llandudno's  strand  we  now  admit 
Count  Stanislaus  Jablonski — high-bred  Pole — 
Who  having  heard  strange  tales  of  her,  oft  stole 
By  'Mayville's'  gate  to  watch  the  owner  fair 
To  fav'rite  arbour  with  her  dog  repair. 
The  myst'ry  halo  round  this  fair  young  maid 
Bewitching  study  to  his  mind  conveyed ; 
With  women  fair  much  intercourse  he'd  had, 
Some  to  their  sorrow — heartless  he  and  bad, 
And  now  he  works  himself  to  fever  heat 
To  know  this  girl  so  difficult  to  meet. 
Rumour  proclaimed  her  not  the  Captain's  child 
But  heiress  she  to  lands  and  honours  piled; 
Moreo'er,  her  grace  and  peerless  beauty  stirred 
His  shallow  heart — conceit  and  boldness  spurred 
Him  on,  and  oftentimes  with  artful  heed 
His  strolls  in  her  vicinity  him  lead. 
The  noble  collie  he  perchance  would  meet 
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And  friendly  try  to  be  with  him — a  feat 

He  ne'er  accompHshed — for  in  praise  absurd 

Dash  smelt  hypocrisy  in  every  word. 

But  fortune  smiled  on  him  one  pleasant  morn 

When  on  his  usual  pilgrimage  forlorn 

He  loitered  on  past  'Mayville's'  garden  wall, 

Lo!  at  the  gate  there  stood  its  mistress  tall, 

He  raised  his  hat,  thus  meeting  face  to  face, 

She  smiled  to  him  and  bowed  with  queenly  grace. 

Her  dog  he  praised,  and  slily  lured  her  on 

To  talk  of  him  and  the  brave  deed  he'd  done. 

She  artlessly  extolled  a  picture  true 

Of  rescued  child  and  dog  the  Captain  drew. 

The  bold  Count  hoped  tne  picture  he  might  see, 

And  she,  with  thoughts  from  all  deceit  so  free. 

Accorded  him  his  wish,  and  led  him  in 

To  her  most  sacred  sanctum,  thus  to  win 

For  him  his  heart's  desire — a  footing  gained 

With  her — for  sake  of  whom  his  heart  had  pained. 

He  praises  much  the  picture  and  departs, 

Triumphant  joy  within  his  heart  now  starts, 

He  feels  that  he  has  gained  his  point  at  last 

And  swiftly  nails  his  colours  to  the  mast. 

Only  to  have  them  torn  in  shreds,  alas ! 

And  scattered  to  the  winds — a  slighted  mass. 

Expecting  now  an  entrance  there  to  gain, 

For  days  he  called  at  'Mayville,'  but  in  vain. 

Smarting  beneath  the  utter  disregard 

His  proud  attentions  met  with  as  reward, 

He  now  resolved  to  let  his  fair  one  see 

A  Polish  Count  may  not  rejected  be. 

With  boldness  therefore  he  approached  once  more, 

The  treatment  cold  receiving  as  before, 
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He  sternly  told  the  serving  maid  to  go 
And  tell  her  mistress  he  would  wait  below 
Until  she  deigned  his  urgent  suit  to  hear. 
This  message  caused  our  Oriana  fear, 
She  left  her  easel — cast  her  brush  aside, 
But  recked  not  she  what  would  so  soon  betide; 
Into  the  presence  of  the  Count  she  went — 
Her  radiant  beauty  through  his  form  sent 
A  thrill  of  joy,  yet  not  unmixed  with  pain, 
For  doubtful  he  if  his  great  end  he'd  gain; 
His  face,  so  handsome,  wore  a  troubled  look, 
His  haughty  pride  entirely  him  forsook. 
'Good  morning,  Count!     No  tidings  bad,  I  hope?' 
*Ah,  yes !     Woe's  me !     My  news  indeed  might  cope 
With  saddest  tale  that  thy  sweet  ears  have  met 
And  made  those  liquid  eyes  a  tear  beget. 
My  star  I     My  heart  is  broken — torn  with  love — 
For  YOU  I  love,  I  worship  you  above, 
Sweet  peerless  one — above  all  things  in  life — 
Will  you  my  Countess  be — my  honoured  wife  ? 
I  place  my  broken  heart  now  at  thy  feet; 
Stoop,  fair  one,  stoop,  and  show  it  pity  meet.* 
Poor  Oriana,  speechless  with  surprise, 
Sat  faintly  still,  and  then  at  last  replied : 
*Sad,  sad,  I  am,  oh.  Count !  that  this  should  be, 
Try  to  forgive  ,and  to  forget  poor  me; 
"Mayville"  I'll  never  leave  nor  marry  ever. 
Say  you'll  me  forgive,  e'er  thus  we  sever.' 
A  savage  gleam  shone  in  the  Count's  bold  eye, 
*I  say  you  shall  do  both,'  was  his  reply. 
With  dignity  of  an  ofifended  queen 
She  hastened  now  to  end  this  painful  scene. 
'Like  freezing  snow  you  are,'  he  fiercely  hissed, 
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'But  my  heart's  fire  you  cannot  long  resist.* 

He  goes.    Again,  alone  we  see  her  stand 

Stunned — as  from  blow  of  an  unseen  hand. 

Insight  sufficient  hers  to  let  her  know 

No  heart  pangs  she  had  giv'n — but  made  a  foe. 

Alarmed  felt  she  that  scenes  like  these  might  mar 

The  life  she  had  mapped  out  ahead  afar. 

More  cause  for  fear  would  hers  have  been  to  dread 

Could  she  but  hear  the  vows  the  Pole  now  made. 

Llandudno's  coast  he  left  without  delay, 

But  no  farewell  to  her  came  he  to  say. 


IV 


To  one  of  Mayfair's  stately  mansion  homes 
Our  friend  the  Polish  Count  now  speed'ly  comes, 
There  to  confide  his  troubles  of  defeat 
To  his  most  chosen  friend — a  rogue  complete, 
Who  bore  an  Hon'rble  prefix  to  his  name 
Which  ably  he  had  tried  to  bring  to  shame. 
Fitzgerald  listened  to  a  long  tirade. 
Regarding  beauty  of  some  rustic  maid, 
At  least  so  did  the  first  impression  seem, 
But  further  details  hearing,  made  him  deem 
That  beauty,  music,  art,  combined  had  place 
In  this  fair  vision  that  the  Count  did  trace. 
Crowned  by  the  fact  that  she  was  quite  alone 
Without  a  guardian,  friend,  or  chaperon. 
With  languid  dignity  Fitzgerald  rose 
And  suavely  thus  did  he  a  plan  propose : 
'Take  heart,  my  friend,  your  charming  prize  secure; 
I  have  a  plan  by  which  the  prospect's  sure; 
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My  yacht,  the  Stella,  now  for  cruising  bound, 

Will  visit  first  the  coast  of  Wales  around, 

To  fair  Llandudno  she  with  speed  will  hail, 

And  soon  land  in  the  bay  with  fav'ring  gale; 

Together  we  shall  go,  my  Count,  and  try 

If  this  fair  charmer  can  our  wiles  defy. 

But  still  another  reason,  I  confess. 

Attracts  me  to  that  spot  with  force  no  less, 

A  brilliant  artist  there  I  hope  to  greet 

(Whose  picture  I  have  bought)  and  long  to  meet, 

A  woman  rare,  I  fancy  she  must  be, 

Her  picture  is  so  striking,  you  will  see.' 

'The  name  ?'  the  Count  inquires  in  eager  tones. 

And  when  he's  told,  the  case  he  then  bemoans — 

This  gay  man  of  the  world  an  interest  had 

In  her — his  heart's  desire — the  thought  was  sad. 


Sweet  Oriana  lives  her  old  free  life. 
Weaving  her  future  dreams  unmixed  with  strife. 
The  Count's  afifair  she's  banished  from  her  mind. 
Past  also  May,  with  no  attempt  to  find 
Her  sacred  secret  in  the  cedar  desk; 
T'unearth  it  yet  seemed  but  to  her  grotesque. 
So  still  in  bliss  of  ignorance  she  dreams 
And  light  reflected  from  her  Lost  Star  gleams. 
One  sunny  morn,  in  peaceful  happy  mood. 
Enjoying  Nature's  charm,  there  she  stood. 
The  fragrant  breath  of  buds  from  bushes  rare 
The  songs  of  birds  pervading  all  the  air. 
On  such  a  morn  as  Eden  first  saw  dawn, 
Such  was  her  thought,  as  standing  on  her  lawn 
She  drank  of  Nature's  sweet  serenest  draught, 
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And  joyful  grew  her  heart  as  thus  she  quaffed. 
The  white  sails  of  a  private  yacht  in  bay 
Her  eye  detected  in  a  casual  way, 
As  she,  wdth  Dash,  now  left  for  their  loved  stroll 
Along  the  cliffs,  by  many  a  grassy  knoll; 
Their  rambles  o'er,  they  hasten  swiftly  home, 
Where  waiting  stood  a  sailor  young,  who'd  come 
A  message  from  the  yacht  to  bring  to  her 
From  its  proud  chief,  who  wished  her  to  confer 
The  honour  of  an  interview  on  him; 
The  reason  giv'n  for  this  apparent  whim 
Was,  he  a  masterpiece  of  hers  had  bought. 
And  other  pictures  from  her  brush  he  sought. 
With  grateful  feelings  Oriana  sent 
A  warmly  greeting  and  a  glad  consent. 
This  kindly  patron  she  would  welcome  well 
For  pictures  many  she  would  wish  to  sell 
To  carry  out  her  dreams  of  doing  good, 
And  they  were  lavish — that  is  understood. 
The  noble  patron  that  same  afternoon 
Ashore  was  put  to  forge  the  first  link  soon 
Of  a  great  chain,  which  would  in  time  perforce 
Fetters  of  fears  and  clamps  of  deep  remorse 
Become  to  him;  but  more  of  that  anon. 
To  see  sweet  Oriana  speeds  he  on 
With  radiant  smile  and  captivating  grace. 
She  welcomes  now  this  man  of  lofty  race, 
But  he  astounded  stands,  nor  word,  he  says; 
Before  him  rose  a  face  of  other  days. 
The  vision  same  of  beauty  and  of  grace. 
The  same  rare  liquid  eyes  and  same  pure  face 
Rose  from  the  past  thro'  vista  of  long  years 
And  tides  of  mem'ry  flood  his  heart  with  fears. 
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Her  very  voice  recalled  sad  tones  of  woe 
From  ne'er-to-be-forgotten  long  ago, 
This  dark  page  from  his  life  could  not  be  hurled 
With  richest  dissipation  in  the  world, 
Lighting  it  now  afresh  with  vivid  ray 
Was  this  fair  girl  he  came  but  to  betray. 
Himself  excusing  for  his  fixed  stare. 
He  hastened  now  with  courtesy  and  care 
To  praise  her  work  and  lead  her  on  to  tell 
Of  her  affairs  and  all  that  her  befel. 
Impressed  was  he  by  much  that  had  occurred 
And  cursed  his  luck  for  having  pledged  his  word 
To  Stanislaus  Jablonski,  his  young  friend. 
That  fair  or  foul,  whichever  means  to  end, — 
She  should  on  board  the  Stella  be  this  night — 
This  sweet  young  girl  so  innocent  and  bright. 
His  word,  however,  must  not  broken  be. 
To  Oriana  thus  he  spoke  with  glee : 
*A  charming  party  does  my  yacht  contain, 
To  sail  to-morrow  mid-day  we  are  fain — 
Now  ere  I  go  your  promise  you  will  plight, 
To  dine  at  seven  on  board  with  us  to-night.* 
Poor  Oriana's  wish  was  but  to  please 
Her  valued  patron.     So  with  greatest  ease 
Fitzgerald  had  his  wish — her  promise  given 
To  join  his  party  on  the  yacht  at  seven, 
And  'Bring  your  dog'  he  says  as  he  departs; 
'That  noble  collie — he  will  win  the  hearts 
Of  all  my  friends;  on  that  you  may  rely.' 
Acceptance  quick  for  Dash  was  her  reply. 
With  inward  chuckle  at  his  own  success, 
Fitzgerald  onwards  to  the  bay  did  press, 
And  Oriana,  restless  and  alone, 
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Wished  earnestly  her  visit  o'er  and  done; 
Yet  no  regret  she  felt,  but  happier  grew, 
As  of  her  work  she  thought  and  orders  new 
For  two  more  pictures  had  she  in  request, 
And  this  her  heart  had  filled  with  life  and  zest; 
Meanwhile  the  two  dark  plotters  on  the  yacht 
Arranging  were  fulfilment  of  their  plot, 
Vast  preparations  were  then  being  made 
On  board  a  lady  to  receive,  and  paid 
Due  courtesy  all  honour  and  respect. 
Orders  the  crew  had  given  them  to  expect 
To  sail  that  very  e'en  'mid  the  repast, 
And  for  a  week  the  anchor  not  to  cast. 
At  punctual  time  our  heroine  arrived, 
And  Dash,  who  showed  he  little  joy  derived; 
Fitzgerald,  handing  her  aboard,  now  led 
Her  to  the  table.     Languidly  he  said : 
'The  absence  of  all  ladies  pray  excuse. 
And  take  this  seat,  you  may  not  well  refuse; 
On  your  left  hand  that  vacant  place  observe, 
I  for  a  cherished  friend  of  yours  reserve — 
The  Court  Jablonski  sits  on  your  left  hand, 
His  services  he  yields  at  your  command.' 
Pale  to  the  lips  our  Oriana  grew. 
Cold  too  her  heart,  calamity  anew. 
Seemed  nearing  her,  a  something  undefined 
To  happen  soon  which  must  have  been  designed. 
Erect  and  dignified,  she  said  with  heat : 
'Sir,  Count  Jablonski  I  refuse  to  meet; 
Have  me  now  put  ashore  at  once,  I  plead. 
So  that  I  may  escape  from  him  with  speed.' 
The  Hon'rable  Lovell  without  a  word 
Ended  this  scene  he  deemed  to  be  absurd ; 
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With  no  desire  to  grant  her  begged-for  boon 

He  led  her  quickly  to  a  small  saloon, 

Where,  face  to  face,  she  met  her  dreaded  foe. 

Her  heart  now  sank  with  terror  and  with  woe. 

'All's  fair  in  love  and  war,'  Fitzgerald  cried, 

'Fair  maid,  the  part  I've  played  excuse,'  he  sighed; 

'The  lady  now  is  yours  my  Polish  friend, 

To  have  and  hold  right  onward  to  the  end.' 

In  vain  did  Oriana  plead  to  go; 

A  special  licence  did  the  Count  now  show, 

Devotion,  too,  unheard  of  did  he  urge, 

As  in  his  heart  the  rising  feelings  surge. 

Attempt  he  even  made  to  touch  her  hand. 

But  faithful  Dash  made  him  aside  to  stand; 

Fitzgerald,  thinking  it  full  time  to  end 

This  oddly  new  experience  of  his  friend, 

'My  child,'  said  he,  'we  sail  in  half-an-hour; 

You  know  you  are  entirely  in  our  power. 

Marry  the  Count,  and  we  shall  shortly  land 

That  purpose  to  fulfil  at  your  command; 

Refuse  his  wish — then  you  will  surely  find 

We  sail  until  you  do  make  up  your  mind 

To  be  the  wife  of  one  of  high  degree — 

A  poor  ship  captain's  daughter  should  agree.' 

With  flashing  eyes  poor  Oriana  turned 

And  faced  him  there,  and  his  vile  offer  spumed, 

But  very  soon  the  scorn  died  from  her  face 

As  far  across  the  waves  she  looked  in  space. 

Her  eyes,  grown  wistful,  filled  with  unshed  tears, 

Her  form  so  graceful  quivered  now  with  fears; 

She  turned  again  and  to  Fitzgerald  said : 

'Know  once  for  all,  this  man  I'll  never  wed; 

Let  me  retire  I  beg  you  with  all  might — 
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I  pity  and  forgive  you  for  this  night.' 

Pleased  with  the  hopeful  turn  the  case  now  took, 

No  opposition  to  her  wish  they  brook; 

Then  to  her  cabin  speedily  she  was  shown, 

And  grateful  was  she  to  be  thus  alone : 

Low  bending  on  her  knees  with  earnest  prayers, 

She  begs  to  foil  the  wiles  of  her  betrayers. 

At  last  she  rose  refreshed  anew  with  strength, 

And  list'ned  hard  for  sounds,  and  heard  at  length 

Loud  laughter  and  much  talk  full  oft  as  loud. 

Then  haste  and  noisy  bustle  of  a  crowd, 

'Now,  opportune's  the  time,'  was  her  glad  thought, 

'Engaged  are  all,  the  moment  'tis  I  sought,' 

To  Dash  she  gave  grave  orders  to  be  still, 

And  her  example  follow  with  a  will. 

Silently  the  yacht's  side  then  they  cleared. 

And  battling  with  the  waves  they  soon  appeared. 

To  youthful  souls  this  life  is  passing  sweet, 

And  Oriana  felt  it  strongly  meet 

To  fight  for  it — so  struck  off  to  the  shore. 

If  strength  should  fail,  ten  thousand  times  and  more 

She'd  rather  sink  beneath  the  billow's  might 

Than  pris'ner  be  of  base  men  for  a  night. 

The  distant  lights  she  saw  upon  the  shore. 

Receding  seemed  they  from  her  more  and  more; 

Then  all  her  former  sense  of  feeling  seemed  but  lost. 

She  knew  not  where  nor  thither  she  was  tossed, 

And  when  at  last  to  consciousness  she  woke 

She   heard   the   town's   clock    strike,    and   ten   the 

stroke. 
On  pebbles  dry  she  lay  with  Dash  beside. 
For  he  had  been  her  saviour  from  the  tide. 
Brave,  noble  dog,  this  useful  life  he'd  saved, 
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And  dangers  of  the  treach'rous  ocean  braved. 
Thus  wet  and  numbed,  poor  Oriana  woke, 
And  to  her  feet  she  staggered  as  she  spoke 
Her  gratitude  to  Him  who  rules  the  waves 
And  Hstens  to  the  cry  for  help  and  saves — 
At  least  her  life  had  saved — ^the  Unseen  Hand 
Had  to  her  rescue  come,  and  safe  to  land 
Had  brought  her;  but  a  shock  her  mind  sustained 
That  men  should  be  so  vile,  she,  strangely  pained. 
Owned  that  her  faith  in  living  man  had  gone, 
Naught  ever  could  for  this  dread  night  atone. 


,V 


The  morn  succeeding  Oriana's  flight, 
Thro'  the  cold  waves  that  memorable  night, 
Fitzgerald  and  the  Count  with  pleasure  sat 
Their  dejeune  enjoying  on  the  yacht, 
Fast  comes  an  interruption  to  their  ease. 
Their  selfish  satisfaction  could  not  please. 
Informed  are  they  their  captive's  cabin's  bare, 
No  canine  occupant  nor  fair  one's  there; 
Explore  they  now  the  yacht,  with  faces  pale, 
No  trace  can  there  be  found,  all  searches  fail. 
So  to  the  one  conclusion  fast  they  come 
That  the  cold  waves  have  now  become  her  home. 
The  Count,  distracted,  longs  for  PoHsh  land. 
And  soon  is  put  ashore  on  Dover's  strand, 
Grieving  his  loss  he  forthwith  soon  did  make 
His  way  to  Lethuania,  and  forsake 
The  scene  of  all  his  troubles  and  remorse, 
His  fate  he  sadly  thought  could  not  be  worse. 
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The  Honourable  Fitzgerald  drank  more  wine, 
His  conscience  seared  made  him  nowise  repine, 
But  of  his  floating  residence  he  grew 
More  tired  each  day,  and  for  excitement  new 
He  craved,  and  so  with  speed  to  Paris  he 
Pushed  on,  and  soon  his  chosen  friends  he  met, 
Who  urged  him  hard  his  dullness  to  forget. 
By  dissipation's  smiling  phantom  draught 
They  tried  to  cheer  his  spirit,  but  this  craft 
For  him  had  lost  its  cunning;  cold  unrest 
Was  him  o'ermast'ring  fast, — a  load  now  prest 
On  his  cold  callous  heart,  quite  unexplained 
His  nerves  were  losing  strength,  and  mem'ry  pained 
The  sweet  pure  face  of  that  young  girl  he  thought 
Had  by  a  wat'ry  grave  her  freedom  bought, 
Now  hourly  haunted  him  with  gloomy  force. 
And  mem'ry  guided  to  another  source, 
Her  voice  e'en  now  recalled  to  him  a  scene 
That  by  an  Indian  bungalow  had  been; 
The  words  seemed  clearly  ringing  in  his  ears 
That  uttered  were  that  night  of  long  past  years — 
'May  God  do  so  to  thee  and  likewise  more. 
'For  this  base  wrong  I  ever  must  deplore. 
Great    heavens ! '    he    cried,    'that    wrong    I    would 

retrieve ; 
A  woman  grand  was  she,  I  now  perceive. 
This  girl  her  sister  twin  well  might  have  been, 
So  much  alike  were  they  I  truly  ween, 
And  both  have  found  repose  in  ocean's  grave, — 
To  morbid  tlioughts  I'm  fast  becoming  slave.' 
Soliloquising  thus  Fitzgerald  grew 
More  weirdly  tired  of  life,  and  longed  anew 
For  change  of  scene,  his  peace  of  mind  had  fled, 
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The  echoing  crimes  of  years  to  this  had  led. 
We  see  him  rich  in  homes  and  old  estates, 
A  favoured  mortal  of  the  smiling  Fates; 
But  such  indeed  had  not  been  always  so, 
For  when  to  India  he  went  years  ago — 
A  poor  man  he  with  little  prospects  too. 
With  tastes  extravagant,  and  debts  that  grew. 
His  private  income  and  his  soldier's  pay 
Were  nought  to  him  to  live  in  such  a  way; 
But  troubling  matters  he  o'ercame  at  last 
By  wedding  one  of  Parsee  noble  caste — 
A  handsome  woman  she, — with  riches  rare, 
Who  loved  him  well  and  gave  him  ample  share 
Of  her  rupees,  of  which  with  greedy  clutch 
He  took, — and  her,  poor  thing,  neglected  much. 
They  had  been  married  passing  not  a  year 
When  Lovell  summoned  was  to  England  here; 
His  aged  father  had  from  life  just  passed, 
And  homewards  now  he  had  to  hasten  fast. 
With  leave  of  absence  easily  obtained, 
He,  little  caring  how  his  wife  was  pained, 
Bade  her  good-bye,  and  to  her  promised  now 
That  he  their  secret  marriage  would  avow; 
And  she  in  England  soon,  with  bearing  calm. 
Would  make  to  its  Great  Queen  her  first  salaam. 
A  mother  soon  expected  she  to  be. 
And  so  impossible  was  it  that  she, 
Should  at  the  present  time  accompany  him. 
So,  woman-like,  her  eyes  with  tears  full  dim. 
She  knelt  and  kissed  his  feet,  and  softly  prayed. 
That  those  dear  feet  might  never  stray,  then  laid 
Her  tender  lips  upon  each  hand,  and  hoped 
That  they  ne'er  stained  should  be.     Her  love  she 
coped. 
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By  kissing  oft  his  forehead  as  a  sign 

Of  gratitude  full  deep  for  love  divine, 

Thus  giv'n  to  her, — the  father  of  her  child, 

To  part  with  him — she  felt  unreconciled. 

But  he  escaped  with  gladness  from  the  scene, 

And  wished  ne'er  such  entanglement  had  been. 

So  tired  was  he  of  keeping  up  a  play. 

He  hoped  to  hide  from  social  light  alway. 

He  dreaded  much  what  his  comrades-in-arms 

Would  think  of  him.     The  thought  brought  grave 

alarms ; 
But  ne'er  thought  he  until  on  English  ground, 
Of  the  fair  girl  to  whom  his  word  was  bound. 
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In  one  of  England's  midland  counties  stood 
A  stately  home  'mid  acres  broad  and  good. 
Afar  was  ^amed  this  Gresford  Priory  fair, 
And  its  proud  owners  with  their  noble  air. 
The  Vivians  had  owned  it  to  this  date 
For  decades,  and  had  kept  it  up  with  state. 
Sir  Poyntz,  the  present  owner,  now  was  old, 
And  rich  he  was  in  honours  and  in  gold; 
When  his  time  came  to  throw  off  mortal  coil 
His  daughter  Edith  would  possess  the  soil. 
The  cherished  idol  of  his  heart  was  she, 
And  filled  his  home  with  light  and  joyous  glee. 
No  small  grief  was  it  to  this  grand  old  man 
That  his  fair  daughter,  who'd  so  well  began 
To  fill  the  vacant  place  her  mother  left, — 
Would  shortly  leave  him  with  his  home  bereft. 
Her  heart,  alas !  had  been  too  freely  given 
To  his  most  graceless  nephew,  who  had  striven 
For  her,  and  of  her  lands  to  make  quite  sure 
The  promise  of  her  hand  he  held  secure. 
O'er  this  Sir  Poyntz  did  oft  in  secret  groan, 
And  perverse  nature  oftentimes  bemoan. 
But  blissful  hopes  sweet  Edith's  heart  surround, 
For  now  her  lover's  ship  is  homeward  bound. 
Deep  love  and  reverence  was  her  father's  due. 
And  this  she  gave  with  filial  heart  most  true. 
But  for  her  lover  adoration  rare 
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Filled  her  young  heart  tho'  still  not  unaware 

Of  many  peccadillos  he'd  possessed, 

But  still  as  hero  he  her  mind  obsessed. 

'Tis  woman's  way :   for  lukewarm  love,  she  pours 

Round  the  unworthy  object  she  adores 

Her  life's  best  love. — Each  fibre  of  her  soul 

Was  wound  round  him,  and  her  existence  whole 

Depended  on  the  meagre  love  he  spared, 

And  little  thought  that  ill  she  fared. 

In  time  the  news  of  Lovell's  landing  came 

And  Edith's  heart  grew  warm  with  Hope's  bright 

flame. 
But  days  passed  by,  and  he  in  London  stayed; 
Then  she,  poor  girl,  grew  troubled  and  dismayed. 
At  last  at  Gresford  Priory  he  appeared, 
And  Edith  blamed  herself  for  having  feared 
Neglect  from  him,  her  own  true  hero  lover — 
But  with  her  fears  dispersed,  her  hopes  recover. 
Her  welcome  proved  to  him  her  deep  devotion, 
But  of  her  noble  soul  he'd  scarce  a  notion. 
Still  even  his  slow  conscience  smote  him  now 
That  he  to  her  had  made  a  faithless  vow. 
Time  too  was  passing  and  he  full  well  knew 
The  thoughts  that  in  the  mind  of  Edith  grew. 
Sir  Poyntz  too  wondered  why  he  so  delayed 
And  no  impatience  for  the  goal  betrayed; 
Lovell's  goal  of  bliss,  so  did  the  father  think, 
Would  be  when  Fate  did  he  and  Edith  link 
In  bonds  of  marriage;  but  he  little  guessed 
The  agony  of  mind  his  guest  possessed. 
He  longed  at  times  the  better  part  to  act, 
And  let  this  regal  woman  know  the  fact 
That  he  no  longer  claim  had  to  her  hand, 
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And  that  his  vows  had  written  been  on  sand. 

So  ran  his  thoughts  at  summer  twilight  time, 

Standing  'midst  cherished  beds  of  flowers  subhme, 

Upon  the  Priory  he  then  cast  his  eye 

And  its  fair  splendour  made  him  deeply  sigh. 

His  teeth  he  ground  and  muttered,  'No,  by  heaven. 

From  heritage  like  this  I'll  not  be  driven. 

This  princely  mansion  with  its  acres  broad 

I'll  not  renounce,  but  banish  will  the  load 

Of  this  remorse  that  troubles  now  my  mind, 

And  hasten  in  fair  Edith  there  to  find, 

And  settle  once  for  all  the  doubtful  point. 

And  with  the  oil  of  flattery  anoint 

Her  queenly  head,  nought  else  have  I  to  give.' 

Why  are  such  men,  I  ask,  allowed  to  live? 

Luck  favoured  him  for  thro'  the  hall  there  rang 

The  rich  contralto  notes  of  one  who  sang; 

'Twas  Edith  in  her  boudoir  passing  time, 

Refreshing  thus  her  soul  with  music's  chime. 

As  the  last  echo  softly  died  away 

A  thrill  of  pleasure,  like  the  sun's  clear  ray, 

Passed  o'er  her  heart,  for  there  beside  her  stood 

Her  dearest  one,  who  posed  in  tender  mood. 

With  fond  caress  he  gently  took  her  hand : 

'When  shall  I  place  on  this  the  plain  gold  band?* 

Was  all  he  said,  with  much  assumed  love. 

And  Edith  felt  foretaste  of  heaven  above. 

The  great  day  of  her  life  was  fixed  at  last, 

Belike  felt  he  the  interview  was  past. 

Another  dreaded  hour  he  had  in  view 

When  with  her  father  he  should  beg  anew 

For  his  sweet  child,  with  all  her  lands  and  wealth; 

His  heart  smote  him  that  these  he'd  gain  by  stealth. 
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Next  day  Sir  Poyntz  his  nephew  saw  alon€, 

And  Lovell  in  his  voice  of  suavest  tone 

Proposed  to  make  his  bride  of  Edith  fair 

Before  to  join  his  regiment  he'd  repair. 

A  stern  and  searching  look  the  father  gave; 

His  only  child  from  this  he'd  longed  to  save; 

But  now  he  spoke  in  slow  and  trembling  voice : 

'I  cannot  say,  my  boy,  that  I  rejoice 

O'er  this  my  daughter's  fate.    You  know  full  well 

She  is  my  life, — if  harm  to  her  befel 

My  heart  would  sink  with  sorrow  to  the  grave. 

I  wish  her  life  with  happiness  to  pave. 

Her  future  I  must  trust  soon  to  your  care, 

A  sacred  charge  she'll  be — you  are  aware 

I  yield  to  this,  because  I  have  no  heart 

To  cross  my  child  and  act  a  tyrant's  part. 

Your  wild  oats  I  shall  hope  are  of  the  past, 

Your  present  good  intentions,  will  they  last? 

Now  when  you  at  the  altar  take  the  vow. 

Brace  all  your  manhood  up  and  life  endow 

With  better,  nobler  aims  than  heretofore, 

And  part  for  ever  with  the  snares  of  yore. 

A  husband  good  and  true  be  to  my  child, 

And  to  her  fate  I'll  then  be  reconciled.' 

So  Honour  with  Dishonour  then  shook  hands. 

And  Lovell  promised  to  obey  commands; 

No  awkward  questions  did  the  old  man  ask. 

In  this  bright  thought  did  Lovell's  mind  now  bask; 

To  visit  London  was  his  next  intent, 

For  letters  to  his  club  there  had  been  sent. 

So  bidding  his  fiancee  short  adieu 

He  hastened  off  with  prospects  grim  in  view. 

Two  letters  only  waited  him  in  town. 
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The  first  he  looked  at  with  an  angry  frown 
And  broke  the  other's  seal  with  look  intent. 
Tidings  conveyed  his  regiment  had  been  sent 
Far  up  the  country  to  a  hilly  post; 
This  news  indeed  to  him  was  welcome  most. 
The  other  letter,  he  had  roughly  torn, 
Announced  the  fact  a  son  to  him  was  born. 
At  this  he  swore  and  crushed  up  in  his  ire 
The  tender  page,  then  cast  it  on  the  fire. 
Dark  grew  his  face  as  now  he  watched  it  burn, 
'A  curse  on  women  all,  I  do  them  spurn.' 
This  he  kept  muttering  to  himself  anew. 
As  in  his  wicked  mind  the  doubt  now  grew. 
If  he  might  dare  his  dusky  Queen  to  treat 
With  silence  cold — No  surely  such  a  feat 
Might  bring  her  on  his  track  and  all  be  lost. 
His  tactics  changed.     He  sent  by  the  next  post 
A  letter  full  of  gratitude  and  joy. 
But  added  he  had  news  that  would  annoy. 
For  the  embrace  of  wife  and  son  he  yearned; 
But  time  must  pass  before  the  boon  is  earned. 
Duty,  the  mainspring  of  a  soldier's  life, 
Demanded  oft  this  sacrifice  so  rife. 
Concluding  then  his  masterpiece  of  sham 
The  prospect  of  worse  worries  that  would  cram 
His  future  life,  now  showed  with  doubled  force, 
And  he  an  injured  martyr  felt,  of  course. 
Ere  long  sweet  Edith's  wedding  eve  arrived, 
And  Lovell  with  his  groomsman  friend  contrived 
To  reach  the  Priory  just  in  time  to  dine, 
And  toast  the  morrow's  gala  day  in  wine. 
The  nuptial  morn  dawned  with  its  fairest  rays 
And  happy  birds  trilled  forth  their  dulcet  lays; 
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The  sun  shone  down  on  Nature's  best  attire, 

And  jarring  discords  for  the  day  retire; 

Gay  floral  arches  deck  the  village  streets, 

And  waving  flags  on  high  the  sight  oft  greets; 

The  church  festooned  with  fairest  lily  flowers 

Reminded  one  of  early  Eden's  bowers. 

The  gathered  throng  with  eager  looks  now  wait 

To  see  this  high-born  bride  arrive  in  state. 

And  now  the  choir  precedes  her  down  the  aisle, 

Rend'ring  the  Bridal  Hymn  in  tuneful  style. 

The  beauteous  bride  leans  on  her  father's  arm 

And  little  dreams  of  her  approaching  harm. 

Soon,  all  too  soon,  the  fatal  vows  are  made, 

And  many  kind  congratulations  said; 

And  later  on,  when  came  the  last  farewells 

To  none  the  sad  presentiment  fortells. 

That  the  young  bride  now  passing  from  their  view 

Was  doomed  the  road  of  sorrow  to  pursue. 

Her  father's  portals  she'd  pass  thro'  no  more 

Ah!  cruel  Future  thus  to  veil  thy  store. 


II 


It  was  a  sad  and  sunless  Thursday  morn, 
Sir  Poyntz  stood  on  Southampton  pier  forlorn. 
His  loving  soul  was  torn  with  bitter  grief. 
His  only  child  with  parting  farewells  brief 
Was  taking  now  her  last  fond  look  before 
The  Perseverance  bore  her  from  the  shore; 
For  Lovell  had  been  summoned  to  his  work 
As  Native  risings  in  the  air  there  lurk. 
Poor  Edith  felt  a  chill  come  o'er  her  heart 
When  with  her  father  she  was  bound  to  part; 
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Alone  to  leave  him  thus  seemed  now  a  crime, 

She  felt  him  passing  from  her  for  all  time. 

To  her  loved  husband  turned  she  in  her  need, 

But  he  alas!  to  her  paid  little  heed. 

He  harshly  told  her  not  to  make  a  scene, 

And  Edith  dried  her  eyes  with  feelings  keen. 

From  that  hour  forth  began  his  cold  neglect 

Of  this  wronged  girl  who'd  made  him  her  elect. 

As  Edith  a  novice  was  on  the  waves 

So  no  exertions  for  some  days  she  braves. 

But  her  alloted  place  she  takes  one  night, 

The  place  of  honour  on  the  Captain's  right. 

So  ill  she  looked  that  sympathising  hearts 

Went  out  to  her,  and  thoughtful,  kindly  arts 

Were  tried  to  brighten  up  her  joyless  lot; 

But  he  she  valued  most  regarded  not. 

Nor  sought  her  presence,  as  she  well  might  hope, 

But  left  her  with  her  drooping  thoughts  to  mope; 

Apparent  soon  this  grew  to  all  on  board. 

The  much  admired  bride  was  not  adored 

By  him, — her  husband  of  a  month  or  two. 

Stern  criticisms  on  himself  he  drew, 

And  e'en  the  Captain,  honoured  man  and  brave, 

Thought  seriously  Fitzgerald  was  a  knave. 

And  made  resolve  to  his  opinion  place 

Before  this  scion  of  a  lofty  race. 

For  this  young  bride,  doomed  to  so  sad  a  part. 

An  interest  felt  he  in  his  manly  heart. 

Next  day  when  Captain  Bruce  and  Lovell  met, 

The  Captain  then  with  resolution  set 

Detained  Fitzgerald  on  the  bridge,  and  kept 

Him  talking  there  a  space,  and  on  he  crept 

With  cautious  tact  up  to  the  point  in  view; 
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Advice  he  gave  and  strong  opinion  too. 
So  Lovell  once  again,  with  tactics  changed, 
SoHcitude  and  care  round  Edith  ranged, 
And  cheerful  grew  she  as  the  voyage  sped. 
'All  will  come  right,'  was  what  she  fondly  said. 
Could  Edith  look  into  his  inmost  heart 
The  conflict  raging  there  would  make  her  start; 
The  sweet  soul's  longing  in  her  eyes  he  felt, 
And  for  a  moment  brief  himself  he  dealt 
Rude  blows,  as  'twere  for  conscious  he  of  guilt 
And  heaped-up  wrongful  woes  for  Edith  built; 
Again  he  sees  in  Himalayan  vale 
A  bungalow — whereby  there  hangs  a  tale — 
A  queenly  form  recalls —  with  eyes  that  burn, 
Praying  so  hard  for  her  dear  lord's  return. 
Of  one  thing  Lovell  felt  himself  secure — 
Love  of  two  faithful  souls  was  his  most  sure. 

The  tedious  landing-day  at  last  arrives; 
With  fragile,  wearied  look,  poor  Edith  strives 
To  realise  her  dreamed-of  crown  of  life. 
To  see  fair  India's  strand  as  Lovell's  wife. 
But  chilled  and  faint,  her  feelings  bode  but  ill 
As  to  her  father's  friends  she's  borne  at  will. 
The  Governor,  her  father's  old  comrade, 
As  guest  receives  her  and  soon  is  afraid 
That  this  fair  daughter  of  his  ancient  friend 
Was  doomed  to  many  heartaches  in  the  end. 
Her  husband's  duty  called  him  to  the  hills; 
Sad  parting  pain  the  bride's  young  bosom  fills, 
For  in  Calcutta  she  behind  must  stay, 
Her  health  she's  told,  must  hold  the  greatest  sway. 
Well  feigned  concern  her  husband  now  professed, 
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And  whispered  words  of  cheer,  and  oft  confessed 

How  much  his  darHng  wife  he'd  miss,  but  yet 

They  must  not  selfish  be,  and  so  forget 

The  coming  pledge  of  love, — the  precious  heir 

Of  Gresford  acres — and  a  name  so  fair. 

Resigned  to  fate  then  Edith  dried  her  tears, 

And  Lovell  hurried  off  relieved  of  fears; 

She  was  disposed  off  for  the  time,  he  thought. 

And  miracles  mayhap  would  yet  be  wrought. 

His  regiment  now  Fitzgerald  had  rejoined, 
And  laurels  such  as  soldiers  crave  had  coined; 
Engaged  one  day  in  lively  Native  brush, 
A  nasty  wound  sustained  he  in  the  rush, — 
An  injured  arm  enforcing  him  to  rest; 
Of  this  to  Edith  he  had  made  but  jest. 
On€  day  towards  sundown  in  a  dreamy  mood, 
Reclining  on  a  seat  of  wicker  good 
Outside  his  quarters,  to  our  Lovell's  gaze 
A  spectacle  there  came  that  caused  amaze. 
A  stately  palanquin  round  angle  borne. 
With  bearers  eight  and  dignity  well  worn. 
On  ground  they  placed  it  near  Fitzgerald's  feet, 
And  out  stepped  one — the  last  he  wished  to  meet. 
In  all  her  Oriental  splendour  stands 
With  eyes  ablaze  and  eager  outstretched  hands 
Mahda,  his  eastern  queen,  his  legal  wife. 
Whom  he  had  wished  no  more  to  see  in  life. 
With  manner  cold  before  the  bearers'  stare 
He  led  her  in  to  lay  her  feelings  bare ; 
And  calmly  waiting  till  the  storm  was  spent, 
He  coolly  asked  her  what  on  earth  she  meant. 
By  so  transgressing  stern  propriety's  laws 
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And  uninvited  come — wherefore  the  cause? 

'Oh  dearest  heart!  you  are  my  husband  true, 

Each  law  of  man  I'd  break  to  come  to  you! 

In  hour  of  need,  of  comfort,  and  of  care. 

Who  but  your  wife  your  trouble  ought  to  share; 

Your  name  I  saw  among  the  wounded  list, 

The  news  I  read  as  thro'  a  blinding  mist; 

That  you'd  returned  and  I  not  by  your  side 

To  soothe  your  pain  myself  I  could  but  chide.' 

Ignoring  much  the  poor  soul's  gushing  speech, 

Cursing  the  fate  that  brought  him  near  her  reach, 

With  cool  indifference  he  the  topic  turns 

And  asks  about  the  precious  boy  he  spurns. 

'Oh  well !     So  well !     The  darling  child  is  sweet, 

You'll  come,  my  Lovell,  soon  your  son  to  greet.' 

And  this  he  promised  sure  if  leave  he  gained, 

And  Mahda  left  with  joy — her  wish  obtained. 

Before  recovery  from  the  shock  had  come 

He'd  bowed  her  and  her  bearers  off  for  home; 

And  when  alone  he  found  himself  again 

The  secret  thoughts  that  filled  his  heart  were  vain. 

Could  there  be  one  such  other  man,  he  mused, 

With  woman  twain,  so  regal,  yet  abused  ? 

Who  worshipped  him  entirely  heart  and  mind. 

And  grander  women  it  were  hard  to  find. 

Short  time  elapses  ere  we  see  him  start 

To  visit  Mahda's  home,  and  act  the  part 

Of  loving  parent  to  her  much  prized  boy. 

His  feeling  now  are  near  akin  to  joy, 

So  novel  seems  the  prospect  to  his  view, 

To  meet  his  first-born  son  new  interest  grew. 

Mayhap    this  visit  leads  to  pathless  drifts. 

Still  for  the  moment  joy  his  heart  uplifts. 
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Arrived  at  Mulnath  Bungalow  at  last 

Received  the  English  Sahib  a  welcome  vast; 

To  great  use  Mahda  of  her  riches  put 

To  render  the  reception  that  would  suit. 

Caressed  she  him  to  her  full  heart's  content, 

And  then  to  see  their  child  his  footsteps  bent. 

Aside  she  pulled  a  curtain  and  unveiled 

A  scene  that  o'er  his  careless  mind  prevailed, 

And  left  itself  all  time  engraven  there; 

His  eyes  were  rivetted  in  dreamy  stare. 

A  nursery  after  English  form  and  taste, 

The  varied  details  Lovell  saw  in  haste; 

The  occupants  howe'er  did  answer  not 

To  English  view,  for  Ayahs  twain  I  wot 

Sat  on  the  floor,  with  each  the  tassel  end 

Of  silken  cord  that  girdles  him  they  tend. 

On  satin  cushion  large  sits  he  in  state, 

As  King  in  miniature  'ware  naught  of  fate; 

A  handsome  child  of  English  colouring  true. 

With  glorious  Eastern  eyes,  and  hair  that  grew 

So  long  and  curling  and  like  raven's  wing 

To  merely  look  at  him  would  pleasure  bring. 

From  mother  then  to  child  did  Lovell  look, 

And  speech  now  for  the  moment  him  forsook. 

Cold  perspiration  o'er  him  seemed  to  break, 

And  through  his  heart  he  could  but  swiftly  reck, 

A  thousand  weapons  sharp  were  quick'ning  it — 

Lo !  Love  at  last  the  truest  mark  had  hit. 

And  parent  love,  both  strangely  strong  and  deep 

Possessed  this  callous  heart  and  there  would  keep. 

The  little  fellow  on  his  Sire's  sound  arm 

Nestled  in  confidence,  secure  from  harm, 

And  hugged  him  with  his  chubby  arms  so  tight, 
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Love  mutual  here  we  see — love  at  first  sight. 
And  when  the  meeting  with   his  son  was  o'er, 
His  wife  to  his  embrace  he  warmly  bore. 
'My  queen,  my  queen,'  he  with  emotion  said, 
'Love's  debt  to  me  you  have  full  amply  paid.' 
Well  for  the  mother's  sake  the  child  is  dear. 
Dearer  the  mother  for  tne  child  'tis  clear. 
Halcyon  days  he  passed  as  in  a  dream, 
His  wife  and  son  in  new  light  on  him  beam. 
Not  till  the  curtains  of  the  night  did  close 
The  voice  of  conscience  in  him  loudly  rose; 
And  then  it  called  as  he'd  not  heard  fore  times. 
And  from  the  darkened  space  the  echo  chimes, 
'Base  villain,  hope  not  you  for  love  and  peace 
And  for  your  cup  of  blessings  to  increase ; 
When  you  again  can  use  that  wretched  hand 
Which  wrote  the  lies  that  two  good  women  brand, 
Return  to  duty  and  rife  danger  face, 
A  foeman's  bullet  in  your  breast  give  place 
And  die  the  death  of  traitor  coward  churl 
(Not  to  your  country — no  stone  unjust  I  hurl) 
But  traitor  thou  to  Virtue  and  to  Truth.' 
Thus  conscience'  voice  did  torture  without  ruth. 
But  with  each  morn  it  aye  was  stilled  to  rest. 
And  Lovell's  mind  refused  to  act  the  best. 
Much  contemplation,  he  'tis  true  indulged, 
And  speculation  which  was  thus  divulged. 
Resolved  he  was  to  make  no  move  meanwhile, 
For  frail  was  Edith's  health.    This  thought  so  vile 
Fresh  courage  gave,  if  short-lived  she  should  be, 
No  need  for  him  with  wife  and  child  to  flee 
To  distant  lands  and  be  for  ever  safe; 
Thus  was  his  ear  by  day  to  conscience  deaf. 
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Time  fled,  and  Lovell's  leave  of  absence  ends, 
With  Love's  awakened  feelings  keen,  it  rends 
His  heart  to  part  with  wife  and  son,  too  dear, 
For  now  to  lose  them  is  his  greatest  fear. 
Deeming  it  wise  to  hide  the  marriage  still, 
With  peace  restored  he  then  could  act  at  will. 
And  Mahda  now,  contented  with  her  lot. 
Her  husband's  love  assured;  would  murmur  not. 
She  waves  her  hand  in  tender  fond  adieu, 
From  her  verandah  as  he  goes  from  view. 

Ill 

To  Edith  now  our  thoughts  must  sadly  turn, — 

Edith  the  doubly-wronged — our  bosoms  burn 

With  indignation's  fire  at  the  neglect 

Which  she  has  long  borne  from  her  own  elect, — 

Her  chosen  one! — He  cares  not  how  she  fares, 

Nor  of  the  pain  and  dulness  that  she  bears. 

See  her  now  suflfering  from  the  heat  intense 

And  yearning  oft  for  home  in  ev^ery  sense — 

The  cool  old  Priory  lawns  she  sees  again 

In  her  mind's  eye,  and  for  one  stroll  is  fain. 

But  no,  that  cannot  be,  from  her  'tis  far, 

As  far  removed  as  distant  heavenly  star. 

Her  dearest  father  too  she  longs  to  see, 

He  little  pictures  her  so  sad  to  be  I 

The  idol  of  his  aged  heart  lies  low, 

Edith  the  rich  and  beautiful  in  woe ! 

Oh  sad,  sad  sight,  oh  cruel  worthless  man; 

To  mar  so  fair  a  creature's  life's  short  span. 

Her  husband  had  a  flying  visit  paid, 

And  many  perjured  fencing  words  had  said, 

53 


Bequeathed  Mid-Ocean 

And  e'en  enlisted  aids  of  varnished  art 
To  hope  renew  in  Edith's  chilling  heart. 
She  watched  him  quietly  unawares  to  him, 
His  face  she  fancied  full  of  worry  grim; 
Wond'ring  the  cause,  she  asked  him  if  he  feared 
That  signs  of  serious  fighting  had  appeared? 
'Yes  darling,  yes,  great  danger  fills  the  air, 
I  wish  you  soon  to  England  would  repair, 
A  load  would  then  be  off  my  troubled  mind, 
To  leave  you  here  alone  seems  too  unkind. 
To  Gresford  haste  thee  back,  my  sweetest  wife. 
Rest  in  its  shelt'ring  halls  remote  from  strife. 
Months  few  must  pass  ere  you  may  safely  sail, 
But  Gresford's  heir  perchance  we  then  shall  hail. 
Doubly  more  anxious  shall  my  feelings  be 
That  out  of  danger's  midst  you  both  may  flee. 
India's  clime  you  do  not  seem  to  brook, 
Your  health  is  frail  and  fragile  is  your  look. 
So  Edith  dearest,  now  your  promise  give 
On  English  soil  you'll  soon  return  to  live.' 
Appealed  to  thus,  sweet  Edith  rose  at  length 
And  languidly  she  stands  with  failing  strength; 
Gives  to  her  so-called  husband  ice-cold  hands. 
And  passively  the  promise  he  demands. 
A  change  passed  o'er  the  form  of  Lovell's  mind, 
His  point  was  gained,  and  now  he  felt  inclined 
To  cheerful  be  and  even  gay  at  last 
Before  his  duty  visit  here  was  past. 
As  Edith  stood  the  last  good-bye  to  say 
And  press  the  lips  so  false,  in  modest  way: 
*Oh  Lovell  dear,  should  you  not  come  in  time 
To  welcome  here  our  little  pledge  sublime. 
Give  name  to  the  dear  child  before  you  go, 
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The  mighty  point  decide  so  I  shall  know.* 

'Why,  sure  for  such  a  question  there's  no  need, 

Poyntz  and  Sweet  Oriana,  names  indeed 

Of  both  your  parents  dear, — for  boy  or  maid, 

Either  of  these,  my  child,'  he  softly  said. 

'Oh  Lovell  dear,  how  sweet,'  she  whispered  low, 

'All  ills  on  earth  I'll  brave  for  you  you  know.' 

As  gaily  onward  Lovell  rode  that  day 

To  him  the  future  prospect  clearly  lay; 

Resolved  was  he  to  bear  off  wife  and  son 

And  wait  for  no  event  ere  this  was  done. 

He  found  them  heedful  to  his  selfish  wants. 

And  for  the  safeguard  of  them  now  he  pants. 

But  war  in  sober  earnest  was  declared; 

With  haste  Punjab  the  2nd  had  been  prepared 

To  mount  three  hundred  miles  upland  and  then 

Came  brief  farewells  with  dear  ones  of  the  men. 

Mahda  and  Edith  left  behind  to  wait, 

Prayed  that  the  God  of  Battles  guard  the  fate 

Of  their  dear  One  and  bring  him  safely  back 

With  laurels  crowned  for  courage  he'd  not  lack. 

On  May  fifteenth  a  little  maid  brought  light 

To  a  young  mother's  fading  heart  and  sight. 

The  little  Oriana  gave  fresh  hope 

And  Edith  with  recovery  well  did  cope. 

And  soon  she  planned  to  start  for  England's  shore 

And  part  with  dreariness  for  ever  more; 

Lovell  would  come  to  her  when  war  was  past 

And  all  mayhap  would  happy  be  at  last. 

Glad  letters  to  her  father  now  she  sent, 

And  glowing  tales  of  Baby  which  ne'er  spent. 
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All  this  she  did  to  cheer  the  old  man's  heart, 
But  still  at  times  misgivings  made  her  start. 
Why  was  her  dream  of  life  with  Lovell  far 
From  its  reality?    The  thought  would  mar — 
And  kill  her  joy;  perchance  the  fates  were  kind, 
In  paving  hopeless  paths  she  yet  must  find. 
Her  father  urged  her  to  return  with  speed 
To  his  safe  shelter,  where  'twas  sure  indeed 
No  harm  would  reach  her,  but  adored  would  she 
And  her  Sweet  Oriana  ever  be. 
To  Lovell  her  intentions  she  made  known 
Her  near  departure,  and  she  needs  must  own 
The  disappointment  she  would  feel  unless 
He  came  the  little  one  to  see  and  bless. 
'Impossible ! '     The  answer  came  with  haste, 
'Duty  is  urgent,  so  no  time  to  waste, 
Without  delay  your  voyage  start  I  pray. 
Be  of  good  cheer,  I'll  follow  when  I  may.' 
Another  wound  this  was  to  Edith's  breast, 
But  still  to  murmur  not  would  be  the  best, 
Weeks  only  two  she  now  would  have  to  pass 
Ere  for  her  father's  home  she  sailed. —  Alas! 
Poor  mortals  make  their  many  pleasing  plans, 
But  God  the  Great  Examiner  them  scans. 
And  ofttimes  disapproves  as  seemeth  best, 
And  treasured  schemes  are  waived  aside  to  rest. 

We  see  Fitzgerald  with  no  time  to  spare 
To  answer  Edith's  call  and  there  repair. 
Yet  he  had  leisure  for  his  heart's  desire 
To  visit  those  whose  presence  did  not  tire. 
In  Mahda's  bungalow  we  find  him  now 
Urging  their  speedy  flight  with  fevered  brow : 
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All's  well  arranged — the  day  appointed  set — 
And  furth'rance  of  his  plot  seemed  all  but  met. 
In  his  departing  hurry,  see,  he  packs 
His  small  valise,  but  certain  care  he  lacks; 
The  paper  wrappings  of  no  longer  use 
Aside  he  casts  with  elegant  abuse; 
Neglects  he  too  a  lightcoat  to  include. 
His  skill,  unlike  his  orderly's,  is  crude. 

Parting  is  o'er;  retracing  now  his  way 

He  reckons  not  what  doom  is  near  that  day. 

See  Mahda  treading  his  deserted  floor 

Thinking  of  him  who  held  her  heart's  best  store. 

The  papers  so  despised  lifts  she  with  sigh, 

Rememb'ring  her  of  him  so  lately  nigh; 

One  glance — and  then  why  do  her  senses  fail  ? 

She  sees — what  sees  she  in  this  Indian  Mail  ? 

Visions  without  form  crowd  her  troubled  brain. 

Pageantry  of  horrors  form  in  the  train. 

The  fatal  page  now  drops  she  from  her  grasp. 

As  if  her  hand  was  stung  by  deadly  asp. 

*Oh  God!   I  dream,  I  surely  do  but  dream, 

Life's  flowers  of  Love  and  Hope  and  Trust  all  seem 

A  with'ring  heap  to  lie  with  my  mind, 

Sure  it  must  be  a  dream — a  dream  unkind. 

Once  more  she  lifts  the  paper  from  the  floor 

And  studies  it  more  carefully  than  before. 

At  Calcutta,  on  the  15th  inst.,  the  wife  of 
Captain  the  Honourable  Lovell  Fitz- 
gerald, of  a  daughter  (Oriana). 

The  fatal  words  seem  now  to  turn  her  brain; 
No  dream,  alas !  but  bitter  truth  and  pain. 
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Her  kindled  wrath  burns  bright  with  fiercest  flame 
'My  child,  my  boy!   if  on  thy  name  lies  shame 
Thy  grand  sire's  sword  shall  pierce  thy  father's 

heart 
If  false  he's  proved  from  life  he  shall  depart. 
The  truth  I'll  know  before  I  close  my  eyes — 
My  son  disgraced!     Oh  God!  Revenge!'  she  cries. 
With  tragic  step  she  moves  towards  the  door, 
But  stoops  and  looks  again  upon  the  floor. 
A  coat  by  chance  had  fall'n  as  by  she  swept 
And  from  it  fell  a  letter  Lovell'd  kept. 
'More  light,  perchance,'  was  Mahda's  inmost 

thought, 
And  when  she'd  read  it  found  disclosures  sought. 
A  letter  'twas  from  Edith  full  of  cheer, 
A  sweet  and  wifely  message  saw  she  here. 
Her  outraged  feelings  now  outstepped  all  bound, 
To  act  was  only  consolation  found. 
Orders  she  gave  and  promptly  was  obeyed. 
To  visit  Edith  was  her  will  essayed. 
Driving  Calcutta's  streets  next  day  at  e'en 
This  striking  woman  and  her  child  were  seen, 
With  little  trouble  found  she  Edith's  home 
And  soon,  too  soon,  would  revelations  come. 

Musing  sat  Edith  pensively  alone 
When  Mahda's  voice  of  autocratic  tone 
Requested  speedy  entrance  to  her  room. 
Intent  upon  unfolding  myst'ry's  gloom — 
A  matter  private  and  of  vast  import 
Asserts  her  claim  admission  to  exhort. 
With  air  of  gentle  grace  doth  Edith  rise, 
Some  fatal  news,  alas!  she  must  surmise. 
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Like  fairest  lily  bent,  see  there  she  waits 

To  hear  her  doom  from  bitter,  frowning  fates. 

Mahda  advancing  with  her  proud  head  high 

Pauses,  and  scans  the  lovely  vision  nigh. 

'Impossible,'  was  her  unspoken  tnought, 

'That  this  fair,  lovely  girl  is  her  I  sought. 

How  could  the  same  man  love  such  great  extremes 

As  she  and  I?' — Yet  no  mistake  there  seems. 

Her  haughty  anger  fled  and  left  no  trace 

When  once  she  gazed  on  Edith's  pure  sweet  face : 

A  genuine  pity  stirred  her  woman's  heart 

That  she'd  so  soon  a  deadly  stab  impart. 

Edith  the  rich  and  beautiful  there  stands, 

Her  doom  to  take  from  this  strange  woman's  hands. 

Beck'ning  her  faintly  to  the  nearest  chair 

She  breathes  with  fainting  lips  and  strained  air, 

'My  husband!  is  he  safe?    The  worst  I'd  know, 

Your  face  of  pity  heralds  mortal  blow.' 

Then  with  a  voice  of  deepest  passion  choked 

Mahda  on  Lovell  fast  her  curse  invoked  : 

'Faint  not  dear  lady,  at  my  language  bold. 

Great  God,  I  would  that  he  were  stiff  and  cold — 

This  man  that  you  call  husband — he  must  die. 

By  this  same  jewelled  hand,  low  he  must  lie. 

For  you,  fair  girl,  my  inmost  heart  doth  bleed. 

And  to  prolong  your  pain  there's  little  need. 

Enough!    I  am  his  victim!     Suff'rers  both 

We  two  have  righteous  cause  this  man  to  loathe.' 

Unfolding  then  a  parchment  Edith  saw 

Marriage  by  civil  and  religious  law 

Of  Lovell  and  this  woman  by  her  side. 

So  this  was  Edith's  doom !   oh  woes  betide  I 

Next  Mahda  showed  the  letter  Lovell  sent 
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Arranging  speedy  flight  with  her  consent, 
And  strong  with  gushing  love  for  self  and  son. 
Poor  Edith  gasped  for  breath  when  reading  done, 
And  then  her  senses  failed — her  mind  had  fled 
Back  to  her  childhood's  home  her  spirit  led; — 
But  Mahda's  voice  recalled  her  to  this  scene, 
Inquiring  when  and  how  she'd  wedded  been. 
Anon  the  floodgates  burst  and  Edith's  sobs 
Her  frame  now  shook  and  Mahda's  brave  heart  robs 
Of  many  kindly  drops  of  pity's  blood. 
In  vain  she  sought  to  quell  the  anguish  flood; 
She  begged  and  prayed  of  Edith  to  be  calm 
And  to  her  mind  applied  the  Eastern  balm. 
'Revenge!  Revenge,'  was  Mahda's  ever  cry, 
The  death  of  traitor  base,  this  man  shall  die. 
Nameless  my  child  and  thine  it  makes. 
But  let  no  scandal  be  for  all  our  sakes. 
His  retribution  I  alone  mete  out. 
'Tis  death  that's  justly  earned  beyond  a  doubt.' 
'Oh  say  not  so,'  cried  Edith  in  despair, 
*I  loved  him  so — thy  words  I  cannot  bear. 
He  must  not  die — in  time  we  can  forgive. 
Think  of  his  love  for  you  and  let  him  live,' 
*Oh  Saint  or  Angel  I  which  so  e'er  you  be 
Who  of  forgiveness  calmly  talks  to  me, 
Women  of  England  mayhap  can  forgive 
The  wretch  who  ruins  them  and  e'en  let  him  live, 
But  we — the  women  of  the  East — Avenge — 
Avenge  our  wrongs,  ay,  we  must  have  revenge.* 
Mahda  now  grandly  stands  at  her  full  height 
With  eyes  of  flashing  fire — a  striking  sight. 
'In  my  son's  veins  there  runs  this  traitor's  blood, 
That  blood  shall  flow  and  dies  he  with  the  flood.' 
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These  awful  words  struck  chill  to  Edith's  heart, 
But  see!  the  scene  is  changed  and  Mahda's  part 
As  queen  of  trag'dy  ends,  with  gentle  voice, 
And  sister  sympathy  so  rarely  choice. 
She  stretched  her  jewelled  hands  to  Edith's  help. 
*I  feel  for  you  far  more  than  for  myself. 
Hark  now  to  me!     A  covenant  we  shall  make, 
My  secret  back  to  Europe  you  will  take 
And  keep  it  safe,  and  I  too  yours  will  keep 
Down  buried  in  my  inmost  heart  full  deep. 
Take  now  your  child  and  your  unsullied  soul 
Ere  yet  too  late  to  make  a  mis'ry  whole. 
Back  to  your  native  land  and  there  forget 
That  shame  and  degradation  you  have  met. 
Leave  on  these  hands  of  mine  the  stain  to  be, 
The  blood  to  shed — the  traitor's  claim  to  free. 
The  future  yet  may  bring  you  much  of  joy 
Your  heart  and  soul  are  pure  without  alloy: 
For  me  the  future  may  bring  joyless  mirth 
When  I've  avenged  my  son's  dishonoured  birth.* 
The  thought  ne'er  struck  these   injured   women's 

mind 
That  one  the  legal  wife  must  be,  they'd  find. 
Equals  in  shame  and  in  disgrace  they  stood, 
Each  other's  sorrows  shared  and  understood. 
The  white-robed  Edith  statue-like  did  stand 
Till  Mahda  bending  forward  clasped  her  hand, 
Entreating  her  to  promise  the  request 
That  she  had  begged — then  let  the  matter  rest. 
'I'll  promise,'  came  the  answer  low  at  length, 
'I'll  promise  anything,  God  give  me  strength. 
If  you  will  spare  his  life.    Oh!  say  you  will. 
He  is  my  dear  aunt's  son  and  t'would  her  kill, 
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For  her  sweet  sake  your  stern  revenge  forego, 
A  fav'rite  son  is  he — although  your  foe' — 
Then  pointing  heav'nwards  gravely  Edith  said, 
'Remember  God's  great  will  must  be  obeyed; 
Vengeance  is  His  and  He  is  sure  to  pay 
The  evil-doer  at  His  own  best  day. 
No  need  for  us,  poor  erring  mortals  all. 
To  mete  out  punishment  for  each  one's  fall. 
Ere  long  I  go  to  my  dear  father's  home 
And  Lovell  thither  ne'er  again  shall  come, 
My  little  daughter  he  shall  never  see 
If  fates  almighty  and  my  will  agree. 
Why  take  not  you  your  son  to  some  far  land 
And  ne'er  again  in  Lovell's  presence  stand  ? 
Vengeance  'twould  be,  but  of  a  nobler  kind. 
May  this  not  be  the  Covenant  to  bind?' 

The  Compact's  sealed,  the  interview  is  o'er, 
And  Edith  there  we  see  alone  once  more. 
Wringing  her  hands  in  wildest  blank  despair, 
*Oh,  Lovell,  Lovell!    'tis  more  than  I  can  bear. 
Oh,  father,  father!  it  will  break  your  loving  heart, 
Your  only  child  disgraced  by  basest  art. 
Your  only  grandchild  nameless  and  despised, 
Of  such  a  fate  why  was  not  I  advised?' 
Then  madly  rushing  to  her  baby's  cot 
She  clasped  the  sleeping  child,  yet  waked  her  not. 
Straining  her  to  her  breast,  she  sobbed  in  pain, 
'My  darhng!     You  shall  never  know  your  bane. 
Ne'er  shall  you  suffer  for  your  father's  sin, 
A  pure  and  blessed  life  we'll  soon  begin.' 
Then  came  again  the  old  sweet  hour  of  pray'r 
When  Edith  begged  for  strength  her  cross  to  bear, 
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To  be  upheld  in  trouble's  bitter  hour, 

And  do  the  Right  with  aid  of  heav'nly  pow'r. 

Her  over  strained  feelings  to  relieve 
She  wrote  to  him  who  would  for  her  most  grieve, 
Out-pouring  all  her  anguish  and  her  pain, 
Longing  to  be  at  his  dear  side  again. 
'Oh,  Father!  Father!'  ran  the  bitter  wail, 
'Why  did  I  leave  thee?    Oh!  the  purpose  frail.' 
Her  letter  finished,  hope  seemed  to  revive. 
And  to  deceive  the  world  she  now  did  strive. 
Standing  before  her  mirror,  thus  she  spoke, 
'Henceforw-ard  Edith  Vivian,  bear  this  yoke; 
One  long,  living  lie  sums  your  future  life. 
Smile  you  must  and  list'n  while  canker-w^orm  rife 
Will  gnaw  your  very  heart's  core  sure  and  fast, 
But  you  must  smile  and  suffer  to  the  last.' 
That  queenly  woman  sees  she  once  again, 
And  little  wonder  feels  that  she  should  gain 
Poor  Lovell's  heart— a  woman  so  divine 
In  peerless  splendour  truly  must  outshine 
All  other  women,  and  to  Edith's  mind 
Mahda  might  worshipped  be  by  womenkind. 
'And  yet,  ah  me !  what  w^ere  these  words  so  wild, 
A  vow  to  kill  the  father  of  her  child.' 
'Poor  Lovell,'  she  soliloquised  anon, 
'Will  you  too  sufifer  for  the  mischief  done? 
Why  did  you  not  your  secret  tell  to  me  ? 
I'd  still  have  loved  but  yet  have  set  you  free. 
My  riches  with  thee  I'd  have  gladly  shared. 
And    from    this    stain   your   name    had    then    been 
spared.' 
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Some  days  elapse,  when  to  Fitzgerald  came 
A  letter  which  unfolds  itself  this  same : 
'Thou  coward,  traitor,  son  of  Evil  One! 
Found  out  thou  art!  thy  course  with  me  is  done. 
I've  seen  the  English  girl  who  bears  thy  name, 
And  learned  from  her  thy  double  life  of  shame. 
Myself  and  son  shall  pass  now  from  thy  life, 
And  keener  far  than  edge  of  sharpest  knife 
Is  now  my  Hate  for  thee  and  e'er  shall  be. 
And  Hatred  I  shall  teach  thy  son  for  thee. 
Farewell !  and  when  at  last  thy  hair  is  white 
And  thou  art  groping  in  thy  life's  black  night, 
Thou'lt  call,  but  call  in  vain,  for  filial  hand 
To  minister  with  love  at  thy  demand.' 
Had  he  just  heard  his  death-warrant  herald. 
Less  truly  stunned  would  have  been  Fitzgerald. 
'What  piece  of  cursed  luck  is  this?'  he  thought. 
'What  evil  genius  has  this  mischief  wrought?' 
Straight  to  his  Colonel  went  he  then  for  leave — 
For  urgent  leave  a  tale  he  soon  did  weave : 
His  wife  was  sick,  and  to  Calcutta  fast 
He  needs  must  go !  and  ere  the  day  is  past 
He  starts,  clutching  the  wild  hope  in  his  breast 
That  there  would  yet  be  time  news  to  arrest 
From  reaching  England  and  Sir  Poyntz's  ear. 
For  soon  would  Edith  write  was  passing  clear, 
And  his  supplies  from  that  rich  source  would  cease, 
Making  his  present  worries  more  increase. 
To  follow  Mahda  and  his  son  he  vowed, 
And  for  that  end  he  hoped  to  be  endowed 
With  Edith's  gold,  and  e'en  her  pard'ning  grace. 
So  Httle  thought  he  of  his  own  disgrace. 


At  early  evening's  cool,  when  blinds  are  drawn 
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And  windows  in  Calcutta  open  thrown, 
When  heat  supreme  has  lost  a  space  its  sway, 
In  her  verandah  Edith  sits  one  day, 
An  idle  book  in  hand — no  reading  sought. 
Her  mind  is  wrapt  in  deepest  earnest  thought, 
Her  liquid  eyes  gaze  into  space  afar 
While  shadows  close  around — her  peace  to  mar. 
One  glance  enough  to  read  her  tale  of  dole. 
That  sorrow's  steps  imprints  her  very  soul. 
As  lily  broken  by  a  storm  appears, 
Which  time  nor  human  skill  nor  loving  tears 
Can  e'er  repair:   like  this  did  Edith  look, 
Folding  her  saintly  hands  now  on  her  book. 
This  reverie  of  hers  an  angel  might 
Fear  to  disturb  and  hasten  in  its  flight. 
But  Lovell,  who  no  angel  was,  I  wot. 
Advances  now,  her  dream-thoughts  heeding  not. 
With  courage  fortified  by  eau-de-vie. 
Prepared  is  he  to  fight  the  powers  that  be. 
Thus,  stepping  forward  with  his  grandest  air, 
Sure  of  his  will's  strong  might  with  Edith  fair, 
He  gaily  greets  her  in  his  wonted  way; 
But  recked  he  had  without  his  host  that  day. 
Erect  she  stands  like  an  avenging  queen 
(Not  the  same  Edith  heretofore  we've  seen). 
And  faces  him — the  cause  of  all  her  grief — 
And  forthwith  gives  dismissal  stem  and  brief. 
'Lov'll  Fitzgerald,  dar'st  thou  again  to  come 
And  try  to  cross  the  threshold  of  my  home  ? 
Go  whence  thou  camest  and  no  more  return : 
At  sight  of  thee  my  shame  and  anger  burn.' 
'Edith,  my  love,  what  means  this  veh'mence  wild? 
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Surely  this  home  is  Hkewise  mine,  my  child.' 
'Stoop  must  I  then,'  she  said  with  with'ring  scorn, 
'You  to  remind  by  whose  expenses  borne 
This  home  by  my  dear  Father's  gen'rous  hand 
Is  kept,  and  in  his  name  thee  I  command 
To  enter  not — Moreo'er  thy  injured  wife 
I  vowed  to  her  that  ne'er  again  in  life 
Thy  face  I'd  see.    Begone!     So  ends  this  scene 
In  which  unwilling  actor  I  have  been.' 
'Oh  Edith!  Edith!'  cries  he  in  alarm, 
'You  cannot  mean  to  do  me  this  great  harm. 
To  me,  pray,  listen  while  I  do  explain 
The  mystery  clearly  that  hath  brought  you  pain. 
My  wife's  she's  not! — The  woman  whom  you  saw. 
You  are  my  wife — my  only  wife  by  law. 
A  folly  this  of  my  old  bachelor  days 
When  Pleasure  filled  my  life  and  sin  my  ways. 
She  loved  me,  worthless  tho'  I  am,  so  much 
That  now  her  Eastern  jealousy  is  such 
That  hesitate  she  would  at  nothing  less 
Than  drastic  means  to  end  for  her  success. 
To  part  us  she  would  sell  her  very  soul, 
And  for  that  purpose  played  that  latest  role; 
And  you,  my  cousin  and  my  wife,  believed. 
Oh  Edith,  this  from  you  I'd  ne'er  conceived.' 
'Lovell !   Begone !  There's  nought  that  you  can  say 
Will  alter  this  sad  truth  in  any  way. 
Your  wife  this  woman  is  beyond  a  doubt, 
And  wicked  'tis  of  you  her  claim  to  fiout. 
Homeward  by  last  mail  went  the  full  account 
Of  my  ruined  state — my  wrongs  I  did  recount 
To  my  dear  father :  his  loving  heart  will  break 
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At  tidings  of  his  only  child's  life-wreck.' 
Fitzgerald's  patience  now  began  to  wane; 
Edith's  behaviour  seemed  to  him  insane, 
So  sternly  bidding  her  from  nonsense  cease, 
'Enter  this  house  I  shall  and  make  my  peace.' 
With  bold  design  to  put  his  threat  in  force 
The  first  step  he  ascends  but  checks  his  course. 
For  Edith's  voice  again  falls  on  his  ears 
In  tones  he  would  remember  after  years : 
'Back!     Once  again  I  tell  thee  to  depart; 
Thou'st  ruined  my  life  and  broke  my  father's  heart. 
The  stainless  child  thou'st  branded  for  all  time; 
And  yet  thou  would'st  essay  those  steps  to  climb ! 
I  tell  thee  that  arrested  thou  shalt  be 
And  for  thy  guilt  be  tried,  although  to  me 
My  life  it  cost,  if  thou  dost  not  depart.' 
Lovell  recoiled  in  fear  at  this  new  start. 
'Powerless  am  I,  alas!  to  go  afar; 
The  lack  of  gold  my  path  ahead  doth  bar. 
In  this  respect  if  you  will  lend  your  aid, 
Then,  Edith,  I'll  attend  to  what  you've  said.' 
'Name  thy  hotel  and  thither  I  shall  send 
What  I  can  spare  to  help  thee  to  thy  end. 
Hush,  do  not  thank  me!     I'd  forgive  thee  all. 
Save  for  my  child,  who  suffers  for  thy  fall. 
May  God  do  so  to  thee  and  likewise  more. 
For  that  base  wrong  I  ever  shall  deplore.' 
Blindly  did  Lovell  turn  from  her  away; 
His  race  was  run  and  done  with  her  his  day. 
The  thought  revolving  kept  e'er  in  his  mind. 
Could  this  cold  woman  be  the  Edith  kind 
That  he  had  dreamt  his  will  could  always  twine 
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Round  his  small  finger  when  he  did  incline  ? 
In  spite  of  all  he  dined  that  night  no  less, 
And  heart'ly  to  his  future  drank  success. 
Before  he  from  the  table  had  retired 
Received  he  had  the  bribe  that  he'd  desired : 
A  note  from  Edith,  bearing  generous  draft, 
Which  he  acknowledged  with  his  wisest  craft — 
A  letter  full  of  passion  and  appeal, 
Once  more  imploring  her  the  breach  to  heal. 
The  pains  of  writing  this  he  would  have  spared 
Could  he  have  witnessed  how  his  missive  fared : 
A  lighted  vesta  ably  does  its  turn — 
Unopened  and  unread  the  pages  burn. 
Tired  Edith  in  oblivion  sinks  to  rest, 
And  skill  of  science  soon  is  put  to  test. 
For  many  weary  weeks  and  months  she  lies 
With  flushing  cheek  and  dry,  unnatural  eyes. 
Her  little  child  she'd  strain  oft  to  her  heart 
And  words  of  comfort  to  her  ear  impart. 
'For  thy  sake,  darling,  mother  yet  shall  live; 
May  angels  to  thee  their  protection  give. 
The  dear  old  Priory  shall  our  convent  be, 
Its  woods  and  parks  the  only  world  we'll  see. 
No  breath  of  scandal  e'er  shall  reach  thee  there — ■ 
Oh,  would  that  we  could  thither  now  repair  1  * 

Long  time  elapses  e'er  poor  Edith's  strength 
Lets  her  upon  her  voyage  start  at  length. 
Before  that  time  her  crowning  blow  had  come — 
Her  father's  left  the  dear  old  Priory  home. 
His  reign  is  o'er.    He  sleeps  with  them  that  sleep 
And  know  no  waking  up  to  sadly  weep. 
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Viewing  her  latest  work  of  art  on  hand, 
As  in  some  empyrean  dream  did  stand, 
Sweet  Oriana,  whom  we  have  not  met 
Since  last  we  saw  her  standing,  worn  and  wet, 
On  the  cold  pebbly  beach  that  wretched  night 
Recruiting  strength  from  battling  waves  in  might: 
Now  there  she  stands  before  her  finished  gem, 
Like  some  fair  flower  on  graceful,  slender  stem, 
Drinking  in  heavenly  joys  from  rays  of  noon 
That  lavish  are  but  pass  away  too  soon, 
This  work  ere  long  will  gladden  other  eyes. 
The  Artist's  there  to  say  her  last  good-byes. 

To  one  of  Mayfair's  fashionable  homes 

A  work  of  art  and  of  rare  genius  comes; 

Fitzgerald  has  a  picture  just  received. 

Which  gives  him  more  delight  than  he'd  conceived. 

It  was  the  picture  twin  he  ordered  had 

From  her,  whose  fate  alas !  he'd  thought  so  sad. 

Now  came  the  glad  assurance  to  his  mind 

That  ocean  grave  by  him  she  did  not  find. 

A  painful  pleasure  to  him  it  had  been 

To  meet  this  girl,  for  in  her  he  had  seen 

A  vision  from  the  past  that  haunted  him. 

And  banish  could  not  he  the  fancy  grim. 

Determ'ng  now  to  see  her  once  again. 

Excuses  make,  and  her  forgiveness  gain 
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In  aiding  furth'rance  of  the  Pole's  dark  plot 
To  marry  her  by  force  aboard  his  yacht. 
He  sat  in  thought,  and  many  fancies  wild 
Passed  thro'  his  brain,  and  like  some  spoiled  child 
Could  see  no  reasons  why  obstructions  should 
Bar  his  will's  way  in  leading  where  it  would. 
And  to  this  Artist  fair  meanwhile  it  led, 
Such  beauty  and  such  grace  he  longed  to  wed — 
'The  right  to  rule  my  actions  is  my  own 
And  all  adverse  opinions  I  disown, 
This  lonely  girl  I'll  ask  my  lands  to  share. 
And  likewise  the  Fitzgerald  diamonds  wear; 
Yes  this  I'll  do,  perchance  it  may  amend 
For  injuries  past — my  foregone  sins  attend; 
Both  night  and  day  they  rise  up  from  the  past 
And  in  their  ghastly  clutches  hold  me  fast. 
Near  me  for  aye  a  flock  of  frightful  ghosts, 
Their  just  upbraidings  bringing  up  in  hosts, 
Mayhap  this  step  would  lay  them  for  all  time, 
To  have  by  me  this  creature  so  sublime. 
My  Son,  would  I  could  know  if  you  still  live  ? 
To  see  thee,  boy,  a  ransom  I  would  give; 
The  world  I've  seached  for  thee  but  all  in  vain, 
Both  Son  and  Mother  dead — I  fear  the  twain. 
But  my  resolve  is  made  and  now  I  go 
To  my  fair  sister's  house  to  let  her  know. 
So  her  opinion  hear.     Gertrude  is  sure 
For  blues  to  loudly  laud  as  safest  cure 
This  new  design  of  mine,  for  has  not  she 
With  woman's  wiles  and  sister's  love  for  me 
Full  oft  alliances  arranged  and  blest 
Since  Edith  and  her  child  passed  to  their  rest. 
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The  Lady  Gertrude  Selkrig  is  at  home 
When  Lovell  on  his  mission  new  had  come. 
She  greets  him  with  a  sweet  and  kindly  smile, 
Indulging  us  with  glance  at  her  meanwhile. 
Still  young  and  favoured  high  in  beauty's  grace 
Patrician  she  in  every  line  of  face; 
A  wealthy  widow  with  no  child  and  tie, 
Could  listen  with  no  prejudices  nigh 
To  Lovell's  tale  of  longed  for  wedded  joy 
And  nought  of  what  he'd  say  could  her  annoy. 
Some  fair  flow'r  of  the  wilderness  unknown 
He  wished  to  cull  and  wear  aye  as  his  own. 
The  Lady  Gertrude  profifers  friendly  aid 
And  acquiesced  in  all  proposals  made, 
'Midst  others  being  to  accompany  him 
And  see  and  judge  this  flower  of  his  whim. 
To  Oriana  he  conveyed  the  word, 
Implying  that  his  sister  who  had  heard 
So  much  of  her  and  loved  her  artist's  craft 
Wished  much  to  meet  her  and  herself  engraft. 
In  her  good  graces  then  her  pictures  view 
This  he  proposed  the  week  that  would  ensue. 

Our  Oriana  in  her  world  of  dreams 

A  sweet  communion  holds  each  day  that  beams 

With  her  lost  Dearest  One — ofttimes  she  steals 

To  his  old  room  and  there  his  presence  feels, 

The  past  companionship  again  returns, 

And  highest,  holy  zeal  within  her  bums 

To  follow  his  dear  steps,  and  never  tire 

Of  doing  good  in  life  is  her  desire. 

At  gloaming  oft  on  mercy's  mission  bent 
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She  might  be  seen  with  Dash  who  likewise  went 
Dispensing  secret  gifts  of  love  and  cheer, 
To  comfort  sore  sick  hearts  to  her  grown  dear, 
Such  was  her  mission  at  the  twilight  hour, 
To  do  kind  acts  that  came  within  her  pow'r. 
The  roaring  Loom  of  Time  she  did  not  dread 
As  on  it  wove  her  life  with  untried  thread. 
Expectantly  she  stands  and  waits  to-day 
To  greet  the  man  who'd  hoped  to  her  betray. 
Her  wonted  white  robe  does  her  fair  form  deck, 
A  rose  of  crimson  nestling  at  her  neck. 
Her  hair  luxuriant,  coiled  in  graceful  knot 
Like  fairest  Christian  Martyr,  Lovell  thought. 
For  he  now  enters  his  new  role  to  play. 
Alone  at  first  for  he  had  much  to  say. 
The  Lady  Gertrude  comes  this  afternoon 
But  ere  she  comes  he  first  must  crave  a  boon. 
Ashamed  was  he  of  the  dark  part  he'd  played 
And  to  excuse  himself  he  now  essayed. 
'My  child,  I'm  glad  to  meet  you  thus  again, 
Ah  oft-times  for  your  pardon  I've  been  fain. 
That  black  event  on  my  fair  Stella's  deck 
My  mind  uas  tortured  and  my  peace  made  wreck. 
Believe  me  I  have  suffered  for  that  night; 
Ay,  many  bitter  fears  I've  had  to  fight 
My  child !     I  tell  you  I  have  suffered  so 
That  all  my  joy  of  Hfe  has  turned  to  woe. 
That  wretched  Pole  I  thought  indeed  had  claim 
On  you,  sweet  girl,  oh  much  I  was  to  blame. 
But  when  your  indignation  I  did  see, 
And  your  unfeigned  fright  of  him  and  me. 
Remorse  I  felt,  but  soothed  my  mind  to  rest 
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By  planning  the  escape  to  aid  you  best. 

To  lower  a  boat  that  night  was  my  intent, 

To  row  you  safe  ashore  my  will  was  bent, 

But  well  you  know  the  empty  cabin  found 

And  the  distracted  fears  that  you  were  drowned. 

Oh !  child !  the  mem'ry  of  that  night  of  pain 

I  ne'er  can  banish  but  must  e'er  retain. 

Can  you  forgive  ?    Oh  pardon  if  you  can 

A  sad,  remorseful  and  repentant  man.* 

His  tones  touched  Oriana's  tender  heart, 

And  fast  she  now  asured  him  that  his  part 

In  that  night's  work  had  been  long  since  forgiven 

And  to  forget  it  all  her  mind  had  striven. 

His  point  thus  gained  Fitzgerald  took  his  leave 

And  in  soliloquy  his  dreams  did  weave. 

If  it  be  true  that  eyes  are  of  the  soul, 

The  limpid  windows — ^then  upon  the  whole 

Methinks,  reflected  in  these  orbs  of  thine 

Is  soul  where  nobleness  and  truth  combine. 

Fate  surely  meant  that  on  that  classic  brow 

A  coronet  should  rest,  and  fame  endow 

With  laurel  wreath,  oh  would  that  by  my  aid 

All  fitting  honours  on  thee  yet  be  laid. 

The  Lady  Gertrude  meet  impatience  shows 
To  view  the  sovereign  charms  on  which  bestows 
Her  brother  gay  such  reverence  and  respect. 
Rare  must  they  be  does  Gertrude  oft  reflect. 
The  time  to  meet  tho'  slow  arrives  at  length 
And  Oriana  in  her  guileless  strength 
Accords  this  high-born  dame  a  welcome  true. 
And  Lady  Gertrude  had  no  cause  to  rue 
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This  meeting  for  her  brother's  favoured  sake, 
For  in  this  girl  a  friend  she  longs  to  make. 
A  good  impression  to  impart  she  tried, 
And  all  the  worldly  wiles  within  her  vied 
To  make  a  conquest  of  this  peerless  one. 
The  heart  of  Oriana  soon  was  won 
Before  the  Lady  Gertrude  took  her  leave. 
This  friendship,  she  to  cultivate,  did  weave 
A  cunning  plan — for  by  the  Artist's  hand 
A  portrait  of  herself  she  did  command. 
Proud  Oriana  with  delight  complied 
And  both  on  frequent  sittings  then  relied. 

The  Lady  Gertrude  daily  bent  her  way 

T'wards  Mayville's  gate — each  day's  protracted  stay 

Bespoke  the  gladd'ning  interviews  enjoyed 

With  its  fair  owner,  whose  bliss  unalloyed 

Was  privilege  to  sketch  this  beauteous  face, 

So  rarely  charming  in  each  line  to  trace. 

For  to  the  true-born  artist's  cultured  mind 

The  elegance  and  breeding  so  combined 

Made  Oriana  her  devoted  friend. 

And  Gertrude  triumphed  having  gained  her  end. 


II 


In  this  Belgravian  dame  affection  grew 
And  life  for  her  contained  an  interest  new. 
A  feeling  magnetising  drew  her  nigh 
And  still  more  nigh  as  bonds  of  interest  high 
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Grew  for  this  girl  so  gifted  yet  so  weird. 

*A  beautiful  recluse  who  oft  appeared 

To  commune  with  the  spirits  passed  beyond.' 

So  Gertrude  said  as  o'er  her  life  she  conned. 

The  deep  recess  of  Oriana's  heart 

Where  her  dear  lost  one  filled  the  sacred  part 

Had  been  revealed,  one  sweet  and  solemn  hour, 

To  this  kind  friend  who  soothed  with  woman's 

pow'r. 
At  sunset  in  the  dear  old  Captain's  room 
The  girl  knew  nought  of  sadness  nor  of  gloom, 
For  there  she  loved  to  talk  with  him  awhile. 
And  whisp'ring  words  of  comfort  would  beguile 
All  worldly  grievances  away  each  night. 
And  nearer  felt  she  to  heaven's  radiant  light. 
To  unseen  Audience  would  her  soul  oft  flow, 
Soaring  in  glorious  voice,  then  falling  low — 

'When  the  thoughts  of  each  dark  morrow 

Strike  the  lone  heart  with  afright. 
When  the  soul  awakes  to  sorrow 

In  the  pale  grey  morning  light. 
Be  ye  near  us  radiant  angels, 

Spirits  of  the  true  and  brave. 
Come  and  whisper  words  of  comfort 

From  the  realms  beyond  the  grave.' 

To  Lady  Gertrude  once  this  song  she  sang, 
And  when  the  echoes  on  her  ears  had  rang, 
The  blinding  tears  came  fast  to  parched  eyes 
And  from  the  worldly  heart  the  cry  did  rise. 
'My  tears  were  frozen  at  the  fountain  head, 
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Methought  they'd  melt  no  more,  but  now  like  lead, 

Like  molten  lead  they  stream  and  burn  my  sight — 

What  is  the  secret  of  this  lone  girl's  might — 

Her  purity  untainted  by  the  world — 

Mayhap's  the  cause?    Would  it  couM  be  unfurl'd. 

Or  is  it  that  some  higher  power  appeals, 

A  fascination  undefiled  me  seals.' 

She  thought  with  sadness  of  her  brother's  fate, 

For  he  and  this  grand  girl  could  never  mate. 

And  this  she  told  him  with  her  gentlest  tact. 

Forbidding  him  to  shut  his  eyes  to  fact. 

Removed  beyond  him  as  some  evening  star, 

He  must  submit  to  worship  from  afar. 

Should  he  persist  proposal  then  to  make. 

Well   Gertrude  thought,   their  friendship   it  would 

shake. 
Alarm  would  Oriana  doubtless  feel 
And  make  her  'gainst  them  both  her  heart  to  steel. 
'Go  back  to  town,  my  brother,  nor  delay. 
You'll  meet  again,  and  promise  this  I  may. 
Persuaded  her  have  I  to  visit  me 
And  her  first  glimpse  of  Mammon's  World  see.' 
So  Lovell  acting  on  this  counsel  wise, 
Returns  to  Mayfair  and  in  ambush  lies. 
Till  once  again  his  prey  is  on  his  path. 
And  waiting,  many  trying  moments  hath. 

Days  passed  and  fonder  Oriana  grew 
Of  her  sweet  friend — a  warm  affection  drew 
These  two  together,  but  alas !  must  end 
This  intercourse  on  which  they  both  depend. 
Sittings  are  o'er,  Belgravia's  dame  must  part 
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From  her  young  friend  with  sad  regret  at  heart. 
Engagements  wait  that  cancelled  cannot  be 
So  Gertrude  breaks  her  sojourn  by  the  sea. 
But  both  look  forward  with  the  hope  sublime 
To  promised  visit  at  no  distant  time. 


Ill 


Time  still  advances  with  his  measured  stride 

And  Oriana  there  in  humble  pride 

Surveys  again  her  latest  work  of  art, 

Doomed  soon  alas !  to  play  a  tragic  part 

In  her  life's  hist'ry,  but  that  knowledge  veiled 

To  wreck  her  placid  peace  as  yet,  hath  failed. 

The  Lady  Gertrude's  portrait's  there  on  view, 

And  exquisite  is  it  and  life-like  true. 

The  other  work  that  meets  the  raptured  eye 

Is  a  sweet  bay  where  tints  of  sunset  lie, 

Then  flit  and  flash  from  distant  rocks  and  back. 

And  golden  flocks  of  dying  rays  that  lack 

As  yet  no  life — but  full  of  heavenly  fire, 

Their  dazzling  glories  blend  e'er  they  retire. 

Surpassing  beauty  is  this  sunset  scene, 

And  each  rare  and  resplendent  touch  had  been 

From  the  inspired  hand — the  gift  divine, 

Where  genius  and  true-Nature-love  combine. 

Portrait  and  Scene  receive  an  honoured  place 

'Midst  works  of  skilful  eminence  and  grace 

On  Burlington's  proud  walls,  and  now  has  come 

The  promised  time  for  her  first  stay  from  home. 
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An  Indian  chest  suggested  to  her  mind 
That  robes  worn  by  her  mother  there  she'd  find. 
Op'ning  it  now  with  feehngs  kin  to  awe 
Embroidered  robes  with  priceless  lace  she  saw. 
With  tender  rev'rence  soon  her  choice  she  made, 
And  ling'ringly  aside  her  treasures  laid. 
Fashions  had  changed  full  oft  since  they'd  been 

worn, 
But  of  the  whiteness  age  had  not  them  shorn. 
Her  simple  preparations  soon  complete, 
Loving  embraces  from  Dash  and  farewells  meet, 
Our  Oriana  found  herself  at  last 
Whirling  along  thro'  brilliant  sunshine  fast, 
T'wards  Mammon's  mighty  city  of  unrest, 
The  worth  of  which  she  was  about  to  test. 
The  Lady  Gertrude  on  the  platform  stands 
With  James  her  powdered  footman  for  commands, 
Waiting  to  greet  to-day's  expected  guest 
With  yearning  longing,  and  with  gushing  zest. 
Out  stepped  the  heroine  with  stately  mien 
Of  beauty's  grace  and  dignity  true  queen. 
So  thought  the  Lady  Gertrude  at  a  glanciS, 
As  she  to  hail  her  welcomes  did  advance. 
Anon  they're  driving  thro'  the  grand  old  Park, 
As  soul  refreshing  as  the  song  of  lark. 
Thro'  one  long  mass  of  variegated  flowers 
Blended  with  verdant  overhanging  bowers. 
The  living  emerald  of  the  grass  around 
And  graceful  foliage  of  the  trees  abound. 
A  dream — a  very  dream  of  heaven's  own  bliss 
Was  this  young  maid's  impression — not  amiss 
Friends — had  the  Lady  Gertrude  asked  to  meet 
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The  famed  young  artist,  and  'mong  the  elite 

Our  Oriana  bore  herself  with  ease. 

Her  charming  manner  did  her  hostess  please. 

From  great  dames  such  remarks  came  to  the  fore, 

A  striking  likeness  to  some  one  she  bore. 

But  who  it  was  they  could  not  yet  agree. 

Enough  her  long  hidden  beauty  now  to  see, 

Fitzgerald  lost  no  time  in  coming  too. 

And  him  she  warmly  greeted  frank  and  true. 

But  from  the  past  she  play'd  for  him  a  part, 

A  stony  hand  he  felt  clutch  at  his  heart. 

Behind  the  brightness  of  her  glorious  eyes 

He  thinks  he  can  detect  reproach  that  lies 

Still  smould'ring  from  a  long  past  fiery  heap, 

And  this  thought  from  his  mind  he  cannot  keep. 

Howe'er  his  sister  asks  him  to  attend 

Her  on  her  drive  at  length  with  her  young  friend. 

And  Lovell  goes  and  studies  all  the  while 

The  face  that  as  a  spell  does  him  beguile. 

My  Lord  Greenleaves  rides  up  a  word  to  say 

And  straight  as  Oriana's  conquest  lay. 

His  lordship  is  the  greatest  match  in  town, 

And  in  society  is  of  vast  renown. 

And  now  he  deigns  to  look  with  favour  high 

On  this  fair  maiden  he  has  just  come  nigh. 

And  glad  he  feels  that  they  will  meet  again 

That  very  night,  so  he  may  try  to  gain 

Her  good  opinion  and  himself  engraft 

With  one,  devoid  it  seemed,  of  worldly  craft. 

A  few  more  introductions  end  the  drive 

And  home  in  varied  moods  the  three  arrive. 

Elated  felt  the  Lady  Gertrude  much 
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That  her  young  guest  had  caused  sensation  such, 
Which  was  apparent  in  so  short  a  space, 
And  then  the  banquet  of  to-night  she'd  grace. 
Our  Oriana  felt  a  wonder  new 
Possess  her  soul,  and  still  more  great  it  grew 
In  thinking  over  all  she'd  seen  and  heard. 
'Twas  marv'llous  all  to  her  so  quietly  reared. 
And  Lovell  had  a  dull  pain  at  his  heart, 
His  mind  was  fixed  that  he  would  try  no  part 
To  win  this  girl  as  he  had  fondly  thought, 
But  for  her  weal  and  happiness  he  sought. 
Anon  the  dinner  hour  approaches  near 
And  our  fair  heroine  we  see  appear, 
Brushing  her  tresses  of  rich  auburn  hair, 
And  coiling  them  in  Grecian  knot  with  care ; 
While  little  wavelets  play  round  her  sweet  brow 
At  nature's  will, — and  see,  she  handles  now 
The  dainty  robe  she's  chosen  to  wear  this  eve. 
Round  which  a  dear  romance  she  now  did  weave. 
A  robe  that  once  her  long  lost  mother  wore 
On  one  occasion  in  those  days  of  yore. 
A  fabric  soft  and  shimmering  richly  fine 
With  flowing  folds  of  costly  lace  combine. 
The  fit  is  perfect,  though  the  style  be  quaint : 
A  study  for  some  master  hand  to  paint. 
Such  the  idea  that  one's  mind  now  frames, 
As  there  she  stands  midst  fashion's  lords  and  dames 
In  proud  Belgravia's  drawing-room  to-night. 
To  them  a  rare  and  unexpected  sight. 
With  Lord  Greenleaves  she  destined  is  to  pair. 
And  that  young  lord's  delight's  beyond  compare, 
And  thro'  the  banquet  wrapt  attention  paid 
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To  every  action  and  each  word  she  said. 

A  charm  she  had  pecuHarly  her  own; 

To  season's  belles  this  lord  had  ne'er  felt  prone. 

To  bring  the  all-important  question  forth, 

Tho'  well  he  knew  his  suit  had  valued  worth, 

Now  fast  and  strong  the  feeling  comes  to  him 

That  he  must  risk  mayhap  refusal  grim 

From  this  strange  girl  now  sitting  at  his  side  : 

Propose  he  would  whatever  might  betide. 

Through  later  evening  many  songs  were  sung. 

And  voices  clear  of  fairest  ladies  rung 

In  Oriana's  ears — but,  lacking  soul. 

They  entertained  her  little  on  the  whole. 

At  length  there  burst  upon  her  tuned  ears 

A  song  and  voice  remembered  in  long  years. 

Divinely  played  the  symphony  had  been 

By  him  who  sang — no  neophyte,  I  ween. 

Fitzgerald's  mellow  tenor  notes  rang  forth 

That  old  refrain,  that  song  of  noble  worth. 

When  Other  Lips,  and  Oriana  rose 

And  to  the  singer's  side  she  softly  goes. 

Afraid  that  a  stray  word  would  break  the  spell 

That  from  this  thrilling  music  o'er  her  fell. 

Enraptured  there  she  stands  to  the  last  bar, 

Her  spirit  wafted  up  from  earth  afar. 

The  singer  looked  up  to  the  fair  young  face, 

One  sad  long  searching  look  was  his  to  trace 

Resemblence  to  that  one  of  bygone  years 

Whose  loveliness  he'd  marred  by  bitter  tears. 

*Oh    God !    what    can    this    mean  ?      This    haunting 

thought 
Will  come  again  and  torture  me  unsought.' 
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Unsteadily  he  rose  and  left  the  room, 
This  Vision  seemed  to  antedate  his  doom; 
And  when  good-night  the  Lady  Gertrude  said 
To  all  her  guests  as  they  retirement  made, 
She  joined  her  brother  as  he  stood  alone 
And  said  in  awed  and  strangely  anxious  tone, 
'Oh  Lovell!  Lovell!  have  I  seen  a  ghost? 
On  you  the  spectre  cannot  have  been  lost. 
Were  I  not  sure  that  she  had  passed  from  sight, 
Edith  Vivian  was  here  herself  this  night.' 
'Oh  hush!     You  make  me  ill,  in  words  you  put 
The  thought  that  in  my  brain  I'd  fain  uproot,' 
And  when  in  his  own  house  he  sat  forlorn 
With  one  idea  was  his  mind  now  torn. 
'The  lawyers  said,  forsooth,  they  both  were  dead, 
But  now,  alas !  I  trust  not  what  they  said. 
By  heavens !  they  lied — I  say  again,  they  lied 
When  they  announced  that  child  and  mother  died. 
This  girl  is  Edith's  child  beyond  a  doubt, 
But  proof  I'll  have  and  sift  the  matter  out. 
Her  form  and  face  and  e'en  her  very  dress 
Reveal  the  fact — but  further  proof  ne'erless.' 
Next  morn  we  see  the  subject  of  his  thought 
In  rapt'rous  mood  and  much  excitement  fraught. 
For  soon — delightful  thought! — she  is  to  stand 
In  Art's  great  Institution  of  the  land 
And  view  the  works  of  living  Masters'  skill, 
And  with  her  own  compare  them  all  at  will. 
So  in  the  briefest  time  we  see  her  there, 
With  flushing  face  and  mingling  blushes  rare, 
Gazing  at  Art  in  varied  beauty's  form, 
Her  heart  o'erswept  with  zeal's  excited  storm, 
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Blushing  to  hear  her  own  work  praised  aloud 

By  stern-eyed  critics  of  the  moving  crowd. 

In  Art's  Academy  she  spent  each  morn, 

And  nought  of  her  deHght  was  from  her  shorn. 

Through  all  the  narrowed  period  of  her  stay 

She  revelled  there  alone  for  hours  each  day. 

Sight-seeing  too  employed  much  of  her  time 

And  Oriana  found  it  all  sublime. 

My  Lady  Greenleaves'  dance  was  drawing  near, 

Proud  mother  of  the  noble  Lord  so  dear 

To  matrimonial  schemers  of  his  set, 

Who  flattered  much  their  idolized  pet. 

Invited  was  the  Lady  Selkrig's  guest 

And  bound  she  felt  to  meet  with  the  request; 

My  Lord  himself  an  eager  plea  advanced. 

And  tho'  assured  by  her  she  ne'er  had  danced. 

He  craved  her  presence  as  the  greatest  boon — 

And  so  in  ball-room  gay  we  meet  her  soon. 


IV 


The  night  is  here,  we  see  our  heroine  wait 
In  wonted  calm,  but  yet  in  wond'ring  state. 
The  Lady  Gertrude  a  surprise  has  planned, 
O'er  this  she  mused  as  her  fair  face  she  fanned. 
At  Lady  Greenleaves'  dance  her  guest  would  shine- 
This  thought  brought  much  anticipation  fine. 
A  talked-of  theme  her  beauty  was  ere  now, 
But  to  her  brilliance  they  had  yet  to  bow, 
These  gallant  lords  and  ladies  of  repute, 
For  gifts  like  hers  they  could  nowise  dispute. 
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Her  loved  violin  with  songs  and  music  choice 
To-night  Society  ears  would  make  rejoice. 
Behold  her  ent'ring  now  the  dazzling  hall 
Whose  marv'lous  splendour  does  her  heart  enthral. 
Her  young  host  for  her  entrance  is  on  watch 
And  when  the  first  glimpse  he  at  last  does  catch 
He  thinks  her  like  some  choicest  picture  fair, 
Arranged  with  taste  in  quaintest  setting  rare : 
An  old-style  robe  with  priceless  Vivian  lace, 
But  neither  flow'r  nor  jew'l  her  bosom  grace. 
A  close  observer  might  discern  a  chain — 
This  tiny  thread  of  Indian  gold  had  lain 
On  her  fair  neck  for  years  a  passing  few, 
Attached  to  it  a  pendant  hid  from  view. 
As  she  advances  by  Fitzgerald's  side, 
The  living  image  of  his  former  bride. 
Glasses  are  raised  on  each  patrician  nose 
Whose  owner  had  been  guest  long  since  midst  those 
Who  gaily  graced  that  trait'rous  wedding-day. 
And  then  in  voices  hushed  we  hear  them  say, 
'What  beauteous  vision  light'ns  now  our  view?' 
And  as  they  gazed  their  hearts  are  thrilled  anew. 
What  can  it  mean?    What  trick  is  being  played? 
A  Vision  from  the  Past !     They  feel  afraid. 
'Tis  Edith's  face  and  form  and  style  of  dress. 
But  she  has  passed  from  earth  long  years  ne'erless. 
'Then  who's  this  lovely  girl,'  the  question's  asked, 
'That  Cometh  thus  as  Edith  Vivian  masked?* 
'Miss  Bruce,  the  artist,'  comes  the  answer  back; 
And  throbbing  interest  in  her  none  did  lack. 
The  Lady  Gertrude  Selkrig's  artist  friend 
Sensation  caused,  and  wonder  without  end. 
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Kindly  and  sweet  to  all — a  smiling  ray 
She  was  herself,  and  knew  no  part  to  play; 
And  when  her  charmed  hostess  bade  her  sing 
Thro'  that  great  dazzling  hall  her  notes  did  ring 
Clear,  grand  and  soulful,  like  an  angel's  song. 
Thrilling  each  one  alike  in  that  vast  throng, 
And  Lovell,  strangely  stirred,  stood  ashen  pale. 
The  simple  words  struck  home  as  some  true  tale, 
Words  unadorned  but  touching  in  extreme 
When  wedded  to  a  melody  supreme. 
With  pathos  and  with  sympathy  inspired, 
Cold  hearts  to  melt  this  little  air  aspired : 

'Tis  summers  long  ago 
Since  Rose,  my  little  maiden, 
A  bud  with  sunshine  laden. 
Began  to  grow. 

A  frail  and  tiny  blush  bud 
Was  Rose,  my  little  maiden, 
But  sweet  with  sunshine  laden: 
A  flowery  load. 

The  summers  come  and  go 
And  Rose,  my  little  maiden, 
No  more  with  sunshine  laden 
Is  here  below. 

Like  her  namesake  sweet 
Is  Rose,  my  little  maiden, 
With  no  sunshine  laden : 

Drooping  at  our  feet. 
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Sad  sight  to  see! 
Unpetal'd,  scattered  flower — 
The  touch  of  a  rough  hour 
Blighted  thee ! 

A  sacred  silence  rests  as  her  last  note 
Now  faintly  echoes  on  the  ear  remote. 
Entranced,  her  audience  wait  to  wake  again, 
Her  voice  like  some  sweet  spell  had  o'er  them  Iain. 
To  hear  that  voice,  to  watch  that  angel  face, 
Had  soothed  the  world's  unrest  for  one  brief  space. 
When  later  on  her  loved  violin  she  tuned. 
In  much  amaze  these  high-born  guests  communed. 
This  radiant  gifted  creature  passed  their  ken. 
From  their  world  far  removed — yet  near  them  then. 
Surrounding  her  some  mystery  obscure 
They  in  their  inmost  hearts  are  feeling  sure. 
The  Lady  Gertrude  thus  soliloquised, 
'Anticipations  full  are  realized, 
She  has  indeed  outshone  my  brightest  hope. 
No  other  woman  with  her  here  can  cope.' 
My  Lord  Greenleaves  before  the  night  is  o'er 
Alas !  is  withered  to  his  heart's  full  core, 
For  he  had  laid  his  riches  and  his  heart 
And  all  that  rank  and  worldly  power  impart 
In  solemn  earnest  at  this  maiden's  feet, 
But  she  with  gentle  tact  and  pity  sweet 
The  glittering  shade  of  Hope  dispelled  for  aye, 
And  Greenleaves  felt  his  fate  was  sealed  this  day. 
With,  rapt'rous  praise  the  dance  was  loudly  boomed, 
But  none  had  known  what  ghastly  shadows  loomed 
Within  the  hearts  of  two  distinguished  guests 

88 


Bequeathed  Mid-Ocean 

Who  duly  bowed  to  etiquette's  requests. 
My  Lord  Greenleaves  in  grievous  state  of  mind 
Had  groaned  and  bled  in  secret  and  repined. 
Fitzgerald  also,  worshipped  man  of  town, 
Had  smiled  but  sadly  nursed  a  hidden  frown; 
Both  mind  and  body  now  were  woefully  worn, 
For  tort'ring  doubts  him  more  and  more  had  torn. 


On  wing  was  now  the  home  departing  hour 

Of  Oriana,  our  fair  desert  flower. 

To-day  she  goes  to  bid  a  long  farewell 

To  Art's  great  halls,  where  she  has  loved  to  dwell, 

To  view  once  more  the  living  Masters'  skill 

And  linger  there,  admiring  Art  at  will. 

So  hot's  this  day  that  soon  she  feels  content 

To  occupy  a  lounge,  with  mere  intent 

Of  testing  her  own  work  with  gems  around. 

And  interest  passing  much  she  thuswise  found. 

While  so  engaged  in  studying  works  of  fame 

A  woman  grand  and  queenly-looking  came, 

Accompanied  by  a  young  man  nobly  formed 

Who  well  the  hearts  of  maidens  could  have  stormed. 

And  stood  before  her  own  Welsh  sunset  scene 

And  gazed  on  it  with  seeming  interest  keen. 

This  handsome  pair  much  admiration  won 

From  our  fair  friend — a  mother  and  her  son, 

Was  her  conclusion,  but  not  English  they. 

And  English  customs  they  did  not  obey, 

For  soon  they  crossed  and  took  the  vacant  seats 
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By  Oriana's  side,  who  too  defeats 

The  stiff  old  rules  of  Etiquette  at  will, 

And  smiles  responsive  gives — and  thinks  no  ill. 

Then  talk  ensues  and  Art  in  beauteous  form 

Is  much  discussed  by  them  this  summer  morn. 

Full  much  embarrassed  Oriana  feels 

When  this  young  princely  man  to  her  appeals 

For  her  opinion  of  the  sunset  scene, 

The  sweet  Welsh  bay  that  viewed  before  has  been. 

Blushing,  she  said  that  she  would  much  prefer 

On  any  other  picture  to  confer 

Her  true  opinion,  'For  I  would  not  be 

A  fair  judge  of  my  own  work,  don't  you  see.' 

'Are  you  the  painter  of  that  picture  fine?' 

Their  eager  voices  in  accord  combine, 

And  when  the  artist  had  the  point  confirmed, 

The  stately  mother  now  the  fact  affirmed 

That  purchased  it  had  been  by  him  her  son 

And  glad  were  they  acquaintance  to  have  won 

With  her,  the  gifted  artist,  in  this  way, 

And  then  forthwith  went  on  to  further  say 

'Our  time  on  travel  we  do  much  bestow 

Since  came  of  age  my  son  some  years  ago. 

The  world's  most  famous  sights  we've  seen  since 

then, 
But  soon  our  faces  turn  to  East  again. 
Though  English  rights  are  ours,  I  may  confess. 
Our  home  is  India — doubtless  you  will  guess. 
Meanwhile  it  is  our  next  and  sure  intent 
To  visit  Wales  ere  then — my  son  is  bent 
On  seeing  spots  of  beauty  like  this  sketch : 
Nature-admiring  throngs  it  well  might  fetch.' 
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An  interest  great  did  Oriana  show 
And  straightway  she  made  haste  to  let  them  know 
That  she  herself  was  Anglo-Indian  child 
And  glad  that  through  her  means  they'd  been  be- 
guiled 
To  visit  Wales,  her  own  dear  treasured  home. 
While  touring  there   she  begged  that  they  would 

come 
To  see  Llandudno  and  the  beauty  spot 
Original  of  the  picture  they  had  bought. 
'With  Lady  Gertrude  Selkrig  I  am  guest, 
Or  otherwise  I  should  have  made  request 
To  meet  you  once  again  ere  I  depart — 
At  early  mom  to-morrow  I  shall  start.' 
'The  Lady  Selkrig!     Is  she  of  your  kin?' 
'Oh  no !     Our  charming  friendship  did  begin 
Through  Lady  Gertrude's  brother,  who  had  bought 
My  early  work  and  others  then  he  sought — 
My  artist's  skill  he  deigned  to  much  admire. 
One  day  he  wrote  on  purpose  to  inquire, 
As  he'd  be  passing  through  Llandudno  fair, 
If  he  might  bring  the  Lady  Selkrig  there 
To  view  my  pictures,  and  a  call  be  made — 
So  Lovell,  the  Hon'rable  Fitzgerald  said.' 
As  Oriana  mentioned  this  high  name 
A  strange  change  o'er  the  list'ner's  face  there  came, 
A  quick  and  penetrating  look  she  cast 
On  our  young  friend,  then  spoke  at  last. 
'This  brother,  he  is  rich,  a  man  of  race, 
But  lone  and  childless — is  not  so  the  case?* 
And  from  the  girl  the  confirmation  had, 
'Yes,  rich  and  childless,  and,  I  fear,  so  sad.' 
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They  rose  to  part  and  cordially  shook  hands 
And  promised  ere  they  sailed  for  distant  lands 
They'd  try  to  see  her  at  her  own  dear  home; 
And  Oriana  hoped  that  they  would  come. 
Then,  speeding  back  full  of  her  latest  news, 
She  heard  the  Lady  Gertrude  Selkrig's  views — 
Irregular  she  thought  it,  and  unwise, 
For  friendships  in  this  manner  to  arise; 
But  Oriana  praised  her  friends  with  zeal 
And  slightest  detail  did  she  not  conceal, 
And  Lovell,  who  a  listener  was  as  well. 
Heard  as  if  it  were  his  funeral  knell. 
Cold  beads  of  death-like  dew  his  forehead  chill 
On  this  hot  day — he  feared  he  must  be  ill. 
Fast  were  the  waters  closing  in,  he  knew. 
And  drowned  in  his  own  sin  he  pass  from  view. 
Gath'ring  his  strength  to  mock  his  rising  fear, 
'Gertrude,'  he  said,  'let  me  remind  you,  dear. 
That  at  the  Opera  in  an  hour  we're  due; 
The  time  to  dress  is  sure  most  brief  for  you.' 
Closing  the  door  on  her  retreating  form. 
As  to  his  will  his  sister  did  conform, 
A  talk  with  Oriana  then  he  sought 
To  show  her  a  medallion  he  had  bought. 
The  gem  she  praised,  and  he  with  skilful  tact 
Her  pardon  begged  for  in  a  curious  act, 
*A  thing  of  value  is,  my  child,  methinks 
Attached  to  that  frail  chain  of  feeble  links. 
Pardon  me  if  I  seem  in  this  too  bold. 
Perchance  it  is  a  little  pendant  gold 
Which  holds  the  face  of  some  dear  one  you've  lost, 
Whose  mem'ry  you  do  prize  and  value  most.' 
Then  Oriana's  soft  low  answer  came, 
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'A  sacred  glimpse  I'll  give  you  of  the  same. 

The  face  of  my  dead  mother  it  contains, 

So  sweet,  so  pure,  untouched  by  earthly  stains.' 

Then  bringing  forth  the  pendant  which  he  knew, 

With  loving  hands  she  opened  it  to  view. 

'My  God ! '  he  gasped,  and  sank  into  his  chair, 

To  feel  his  heart  was  broken  with  despair. 

The  dream  was  true — this  girl  was  Edith's  child, 

His  own  wronged  daughter  of  the  drama  wild. 

With  pale  and  wond'ring  face  the  girl  looked  on, 

Then  speed'ly  for  assistance  would  have  gone. 

But  in  a  faint  and  broken  voice  he  moaned, 

'I  would  that  this  attack  had  been  postponed. 

Be  not  alarmed,  I  knew  that  come  it  must, 

So  ill  I've  felt,  but  it  will  pass,  I  trust. 

Now  let  me  wish  you,  with  a  parting  sigh, 

Here  and  at  once  that  old  sweet  word  Good-bye. 

I  fear  I  shall  not  see  thee  in  the  morn 

Before  thou  leav'st  us  all  again  forlorn. 

May  God  be  with  thee,  child;  I  am  thy  friend. 

In  this  believe  me — trust  me  to  the  end. 

One  question  still  I  would  thou'lt  answer  me — 

Did  Lord  Greenleaves  an  offer  make  to  thee?' 

'Decline  I  must  to  answer  what  you  crave, 

My  right's  reserved  in  an  affair  so  grave.' 

'I'm  answered,   child.     Ne'er  marry   Greenleaves, 

pray; 
Thy  life's  work  is  planned  out  another  way.' 

.VI 

The  warning  symptoms  round  his  heart  did  herald 
That  death  had  marked  as  speedy  prey  Fitzgerald. 
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But  at  the  Opera  soon  no  thought  was  given 

T'wards  the  poor  invaHd,  who'd  bravely  striven 

To  hide  his  malady  from  anxious  eyes 

But  made  apologies  and  bade  good-byes. 

But  there  in  stately  solitude  he  rests 

In  his  own  house,  where  he  his  feelings  tests. 

In  contemplation  he  reviews  the  past 

And    scenes   loomed    forth   which   made   him   gaze 

aghast. 
'Woe's  me !  I  sowed  wild  oats  at  morning  time 
And  tares  abundant  reap  at  curfew  chime. 
Edith,'  he  groaned,  'my  sins  will  find  me  out. 
The  coloured  queen  with  English  son,  no  doubt. 
Who  called  at  Lincoln's  Inn  two  days  ago 
Some  vital  news  concerning  me  to  know 
Must  be  the  same  whom  thy  dear  child  has  met, 
And  when  that  woman  finds  me  in  her  net, 
Strike  fast  and  sure  will  she  with  ruthless  hand. 
She'll  spare  me  not,  so  I  must  make  my  stand. 
My  dusky  queen,  thou'st  thwarted  me  enough; 
Resolved  I  am  to  make  the  conflict  tough. 
The  wealth  of  gold  I  own  must  serve  the  use 
Of  this  poor  child.     Is  she  to  bear  abuse 
For  her  vile  father's  sake? — sweet  Edith's  child. 
Not  so,  I  say — her  future  'shall  be  piled 
With  riches,  honour,  and  with  worthy  deeds. 
Anticipate  at  once  shall  I  her  needs. 
Blessed  ever  be  her  life  above  all  other, 
This  noble  daughter  of  a  noble  mother. 
Oh !  what  a  madman  have  I  been,  alas ! 
To  lead  my  life  to  such  a  wretched  pass. 
Of  ready  writer  had  I  but  the  pen, 
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A  solemn  lesson  would  I  teach  to  men — 
Would  they  from  me  could  warning  take  in  time 
And  ne'er  at  any  age  coquette  with  crime. 
To  think  that  I,  that  sweet  girl's  father,  should 
Aid  and  abet  that  rascal  Pole,  who  would 
Have  wrecked  her  peace  and  broken  soon  her  heart — 
I'll  ne'er  forgive  myself  that  villain's  part. 
I  felt  indeed  the  climax  near  that  night 
At  Lady  Greenleaves'  dance.     Revealing  light 
Came  to  my  mind  as  there  I  saw  her  name 
Writ   on   her   songs, — strange   I'd   not   known  the 
same.' 

VII 

Besieged  was  Lady  Selkrig's  box  this  night 

By  many  friends  of  noble  rank  and  might, 

A  parting  word  or  two  they  wished  to  say 

To  her  young  guest  before  she  left  next  day. 

At  last  the  Opera  and  farewells  are  o'er. 

The  Lady  Selkrig's  carriage  at  the  door. 

When  seated  there  and  rolling  on  t'wards  home, 

Glad  Oriana  felt  that  she  had  come 

To  see  this  busy  life,  its  rush  and  war, 

The  bustling  city  with  it9  din  and  roar, 

The  sights  of  beauty  and  of  ancient  fame, 

Its  Art  and  talent  under  every  name, 

Charmed  and  impressed  our  Oriana's  mind, 

Yet  caused  no  pang  to  leave  it  all  behind; 

For  she  with  joy  looked  forward  to  next  day 

When  she  once  more  might  watch  the  wavelets  play 

And  hear  the  ocean  sound  she  loved  so  well 
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When  its  majestic  billows  rose  and  fell, 

And  all  things  would  be  real  once  again. 

To  think  this  other  than  a  dream  were  vain, 

Only  a  trip  to  dreamland  she  had  been 

And  marv'llous  acts  and  wond'rous  sights  she'd  seen. 

Her  mem'ry's  picture-hall  was  filled  with  scenes 

Of  this  new  world,  and  henceforth  by  their  means 

This  interim  of  her  life  she  would  review 

And  joy  from  it  derive  for  ever  new. 

Her  faithful  dog  she  longed  again  to  meet, 

Her  maids,  her  garden,  and  her  home  so  sweet. 

Glad  would  she  be  to  see  them  all  so  soon 

And  with  her  Dearest  Lost  One  hold  commune, 

For  somehow  he  had  seemed  so  far  away 

In  all  her  late  experiences  so  gay. 

But  here  abruptly  does  her  reverie  cease. 

The  carriage  stops  and  brings  these  thoughts  release. 

With  her  fair  hostess,  who  regrets  with  zest 

That  on  departure's  brink  is  her  loved  guest. 

She  enters  now  the  stately  mansion  home, 

Where  Gertrude  hoped  she  frequently  would  come. 

Cloudless  and  fair  the  journey  day  did  break. 
In  happy  mood  our  heroine  did  awake. 
And  soon  with  Lady  Gertrude  she  did  stand 
On  that  same  platform  where  we  saw  her  land. 
Before  the  train  bore  off  its  precious  prize 
An  incident  unlooked  for  did  arise. 
My  Lord  Greenleaves  arrived  upon  the  scene, 
A  parting  word  and  kindly  smile  to  glean. 
And  as  he  joined  the  slowly  moving  train 
He  felt  his  mission  had  not  been  in  vain, 
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For  he  received  the  sweetest  of  good-byes 
From  sweetest  one  to  him  beneath  the  skies. 
'Dear  Lord  Greenleaves,  good-bye  I  wish  to  thee, 
And  when  I  hear  that  someone's  found  to  be 
Thy  star  of  Hope,  thy  loved,  thy  best  adored, 
I'll  pray  that  heaven's  choice  gifts  be  ever  poured 
On  her  and  thee.  In  time  it  must  be  so : 
Consoling  thought  which  I  shall  not  forego.' 
The  wintry  smile  that  o'er  his  face  had  played 
Its  own  tale  told — that  time  would  be  delayed. 
Ay,  for  Eternity,  ere  he  should  wed. 
All  hope  of  happiness  in  him  was  dead. 
The  Lady  Gertrude  learned  from  him  that  morn 
The  crushing  blow  to  hope  that  he  had  borne. 
Surprised  and  flattered  to  a  huge  extent, 
This  great  dame  revelled  over  all  it  meant. 
Her  own  loved  protegee  had  thought  it  right 
An  ancient  coronet  and  name  to  slight. 
The  greatest  match  in  town  she  had  refused — 
It  was  vexatious,  but  she  felt  amused : 
His  suit  rejected  of  conceit  would  cure 
Nigel,  Lord  Greenleaves,  evermore  for  sure. 


VIII 

A  pleasing  journey  Oriana  had. 
And  on  arrival  home  her  heart  was  glad 
Again  to  feel  the  balmy  freshness  of  the  sea 
Wafted  by  friendly  zephyr  pure  and  free. 
And  all  around  the  country's  vivid  green, 
G  97 


Bequeathed  Mid-Ocean 

Her  old  dear  land  and  seascapes  in  their  sheen, 
Lying  'neath  heaven's  expansive  arch  of  blue — 
Endearing  was  the  prospect  to  her  view. 
And  see  1  her  garden  like  an  Eden  dream 
Is  gemmed  with  varied  blooming  flowers  that  gleam 
Midst  grassy  lawn  in  fairy  beds,  there  blend 
Roses  and  Lilies  and  rich  Pinks  that  lend 
Their  richest  perfume  to  the  tranquil  breeze. 
Nature  and  home  vie  both  alike  to  please. 
A  dear  home-coming  truly  this,  she  thought. 
With  restful  calm  and  soothing  solace  fraught; 
So  vast  unlike  the  tumult  and  unrest 
Of  that  great  world  which  she  had  been  to  test. 
With  joy  unmeasured  Dash  his  welcome  showed, 
And  midst  caressing  Oriana  vowed, 
'My  brave  dog,  if  again  I  stray  from  home. 
Determined  I  that  thou  must  also  come; 
Lost  have  I  been  without  you,  faithful  friend, 
And  you  I  left  your  dear  true  heart  to  rend.' 
From  room  to  room  she  joyously  did  roam. 
Lilting  a  verse  meanwhile  of  Home,  Sweet  Home; 
And  at  the  first  sign  of  the  dying  rays 
Forthwith  she  starts  upon  her  mission  ways, 
Laden  with  gifts  for  aged  poor  and  weak. 
Whose  comfort  it  was  ever  hers  to  seek. 
Cheering  and  bright,  from  house  to  house  she  goes. 
Trying  to  lighten  weary  loads  of  woes; 
And  at  late  sunset,  when  she  home  arrives. 
From  this  thought  she  much  happiness  derives. — 
To  tint  with  joy  another  mortal's  life 
Is  the  most  pleasing  task  in  earthly  strife. 
Ah  1  cruel  fate,  could  naught  alas !  avert 
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The  future  grief  and  pain  for  her  that  wert — 
Could  Destiny's  dark  leaves  not  aye  conceal 
Its  myst'ry  crude  and  harsh  and  ne'er  reveal, 
To  blight  the  peace  of  this  pure  noble  soul 
Who  placed  before  her  life  the  highest  goal. 
The  glory  of  her  God  in  all  her  acts, 
And  never  from  that  end  her  mind  retracts. 
Day  followed  day,  and  each  one  saw  achieved 
Some  task,  of  duty  or  of  love  conceived. 
Her  life  was  now  like  one  broad  placid  stream 
That  calmly  flows  along  without  a  dream 
That  to  the  wild  eternal  rocks  it  glides 
Where  Time  has  notched  his  centuries  by  tides, 
And  where  alas!  its  tranquil  reign  will  cease — 
Gone  for  all  time  its  old  unruffled  peace. 
The  roaring  sound  of  distant  cat'ract  tends 
No  warning  for  the  stream  as  on  it  wends. 
Till  with  a  shock  it  feels  itself  one  day 
Dispersed  on  rocks  and  scattered  into  spray. 
So  Oriana's  life  glides  on  in  peace, 
For  one  brief  space  no  sorrow-wrinkles  crease 
That  fair  soft  silken  brow,  but  soon  a  cloud — 
The  cloud  of  bitt'rest  pain — does  her  enshroud. 
And  she  lies  stricken  like  some  bleeding  deer, 
Quiv'ring  with  sickly  torture  and  new  fear. 


With  slow  and  stately  step  there  could  be  seen 
One  day  a  pair,  who  broke  Mayville's  routine. 
Wending  their  way  long  its  fair  garden  walk 
With  smiling  int'rest  and  with  constant  talk. 
Delighted,  Oriana  sees  them  come 
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And  hastened  forth  to  welcome  to  her  home 

Her  Indian  friends  whom  she'd  so  strangely  met, 

Surprised  and  glad  that  they  did  not  forget. 

A  tacit  understanding  was,  there  seemed, 

Between  the  mother  and  the  son  one  deemed. 

Ere  long  the  conversation  chanced  to  veer 

To  birthday  months,  and  wishful  they  to  hear 

The  date  of  Oriana's  natal  day, 

Who  quietly  told  them  'twas  the  month  of  May, 

The  day  fifteenth,  and  pensively  went  on, 

'My  dearest  loved  one,  who  from  earth  has  gone, 

Said  I  mid-ocean  was  bequeathed  to  him. 

And  thus  the  reason  of  his  kindly  whim 

That  I  should  keep  two  birthdays  in  each  year — 

The  one  when  he  became,  my  father  dear, 

For  I  an  orphan  was — to  him  I  came 

When  mother  died  at  sea.' — News  for  the  dame 

Which  clearly  proved  her  own  convincement  true. 

And  so  a  satisfactory  sigh  she  drew. 

She  longed  to  show  the  girl  a  cutting  old. 

Yea,  dim  with  age,  which  she  would  soon  unfold — 

A  cutting  from  an  Indian  Mail,  which  bore 

The  fell  announcement  we  have  read  before : 

At  Calcutta,  on  the  15th  May,  the  wife  of 
Captain  the  Honourable  Lovell  Fitz- 
gerald, of  a  daughter  (Oriana). 

A  look  of  warning  from  her  son  this  checked 
And  friendly  Oriana  never  recked 
That  in  another  little  day  her  peace 
Destroyed  would  be  and  joy  in  life  would  cease. 
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Ere  to  an  end  this  present  call  was  brought, 
The  Eastern  dame  with  smihng  look  besought 
An  invitation  for  herself  next  day, 
Her  son's  intentions  being,  she  did  say, 
To  scale  the  mighty  Snowdon's  lofty  height 
And  thus  his  mother  leave  alone  till  night. 
With  usual  grace  did  Oriana  hope 
That  she  would  come  and  not  remain  to  mope 
For  hours  at  her  hotel,  alone  and  strange, 
And  so  the  morrow's  meeting  did  arrange. 
Let  pass,  we  may,  the  interv^al  meanwhile 
And  to  next  interview  our  thoughts  beguile. 
The  talk  at  first  was  chiefly  Indian  life. 
The  climate,  people,  and  the  customs  rife, 
And  full  was  Oriana  of  delight 
For  in  that  beauteous  land  she  first  saw  light. 
The  dame  inquired  with  many  questions  sage 
About  the  girl's  descent  and  parentage; 
But,  lacking  solid  facts  at  her  command, 
She  information  meagre  had  to  hand. 
Filled  with  suspicion  was  the  Eastern  mind 
Such  void,  evasive  answers  thus  to  find. 
Fast  the  dark  blood  was  firing  in  her  veins 
And  to  her  passion  soon  she  gave  the  reins. 
She  found  herself  now  rushing  madly  in 
Where  with  a  gentle  tread  she'd  hoped  to  win. 
'My  child,  no  trifling  so  with  me;  thou'rt  mazed. 
A  right  have  I  to  know  the  truth,'  she  blazed. 
'Speak,  child,  your  hist'ry  true  and  full  I  crave; 
Believe  me,  it  is  cruel  my  wish  to  waive.' 
Then  changing  to  a  softer  tone,  she  said, 
'Dear  girl,  the  memory  of  thy  mother,  dead, 
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Comes  now  afresh  to  me,  for  well  I'm  sure 
That  this  base  man  who  ruined  her  life  so  pure 
Is  my  son's  father — and  thine  own,  my  child. 
Thy  mother  by  this  traitor  was  beguiled, 
And  thou,  instead  of  having  shunned  his  sight — 
This  vile  wretch  who  thy  mother's  life  did  blight — 
Thou  hast  him  shaken  by  the  hand  as  friend 
And  on  his  patronage  did'st  thou  depend. 
In  darkness  thou'st  been  kept,  poor  child,  I  see, 
Or  else  from  him  as  from  a  plague  thou'd  flee.' 
With  fainting  heart  our  heroine  could  but  plead 
The  meaning  of  it  all  her  guest  to  read. 
'Some  secret  sorrow  did  I  always  know 
With  me  connected  was,'  she  whispered  low, 
'But  my  dear  lost  one  said  it  would  be  best 
To  bury  it  away  and  let  it  rest; 
But  in  my  cedar  desk  the  papers  lie 
Which  will  reveal  it  all  if  I  apply. 
You  say  my  father  lives,  but  that's  not  so — 
His  loss  my  mother's  heart  did  break  with  woe.' 
Tormenting  still,  the  elder  woman  placed 
A  slip  of  paper,  which  her  hand  encased, 
In  the  cold  fingers  of  the  sufifering  girl. 
'Pray  read!'  and  reading  it,  her  senses  whirl. 
'Wife  of  Lovell  Fitzgerald!     No!     No! 
It  cannot  be — oh  say  it  is  not  so ! 
Come,  come  at  once  and  let  me  know  the  worst,' 
Was  from  her  sick  heart  now  the  cry  that  burst. 
Fast  to  the  captain's  room  she  led  her  guest 
And  handing  her  a  key  with  the  request 
To  open  now  the  cedar  desk  and  know 
Beyond  a  doubt  the  mystery  of  woe. 
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With  eager  hands  proof  after  proof  was  found 
Which  crushed  poor  Oriana  to  the  ground. 
A  sacred  letter  also  came  forth,  sealed 
With  an  inscription  which  the  fact  revealed 
That  it  was  meant  for  Oriana's  eyes 
If  she  to  womanhood  should  ever  rise. 
With  reverent  hand  she  took  the  precious  gift 
And  to  her  lips  for  hallowed  kiss  did  lift, 
Then  placed  it  in  her  bosom  with  a  sigh; 
And  Mahda  Hassan,  watching,  wondered  why 
She  opened  not  this  letter  from  the  grave, 
And  bade  her,  in  her  ignorance,  be  brave. 
In  softened  manner  she  went  on  to  tell 
Of  all  calamities  that  had  befel, 
And  Oriana  heard  as  from  afar 
The  tidings  that  her  future  life  would  mar. 
The  bitter  truth  came  home  to  her  at  last 
That  o'er  her  mother's  name  a  stain  was  cast, 
And  she  the  child  of  her  false  father's  sin — 
The  fell  thought  of  this  fate  her  soul  did  wring. 
'Now  hatest  thou  this  man?'  the  question  came. 
With  breathless  haste,  from  the  tormenting  dame. 
'I  pity  him!'  with  eyes  in  tears  that  swim; 
'God  of  a  surety  has  forsaken  him.' 
'And  angered  not  art  thou  with  me  this  night 
For  having  brought  his  dark  deeds  thus  to  light?' 
*Oh  no!   'tis  only  right  that  I  should  share 
My  mother's  sorrow  and  the  cross  to  bear!' 
'Now  rest,  my  child,  and  think  the  matter  out. 
Thy  mother's  friend  was  I,  without  a  doubt. 
And  thine  I  too  shall  be.     Strange  friendship  this, 
To  fire  unwelcome  truths  and  never  miss.' 
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IX 


Alone  at  last,  poor  Oriana  knelt 
In  her  dear  lost  one's  room,  and  there  she  felt 
The  fulness  of  this  new  and  bitter  sting; 
And  as  reflection  came,  the  wail  did  ring, 
'Oh  Dearest  I   Dearest!  thou  wert  ever  kind. 
But  thou  to  keep  in  peace  my  youthful  mind 
Deceivedst  me! — I'm  nought  but  child  of  sin, 
Yet  thou  me  prized  and  I  thy  heart  did  win.' 
Then  at  the  heavenly  throne  she  lays  her  cross. 
With  all  the  blasts  of  doubt  her  mind  that  toss. 
And  prays  for  strength  to  bear  the  crushing  load 
And  rightful  guidance  for  her  future  road. 
That  she  might  view  with  just  and  pitying  eye 
The  one  who'd  crushed  her  in  the  depths  to  lie. 
Then  strengthened  and  refreshed  she  rose  again; 
To  read  her  mother's  words  she  now  was  fain. 
With  beating  heart  she  drew  forth  from  her  breast 
The  sacred  prize  and  fondly  it  caressed. 
'Sweet  mother,  now  to  God's  right  hand  bequeathed, 
Fear  not  for  me,  I  shall  be  brave,'  she  breathed. 
With  trembling  fingers  she  now  broke  the  seal 
That  would  to  her  a  mother's  love  reveal. 
Her  blinding  tears  fell  on  the  pages  fast 
As  o'er  their  faded  lines  her  eyes  she  cast. 
'My  very  dear  and  precious  child,'  she  saw, 
As  she  commenced  to  read  with  hallowed  awe, 
*I  know  not  how  or  when  this  may  perchance 
Fall  to  your  lot  to  read,  but  I  advance 
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That  when  it  does  the  hand  that  holds  this  pen 
Will  long  be  cold,  and  this  fond  heart  will  then 
Have  ceased  to  beat.    My  days  are  numbered,  dear. 
England  I  ne'er  shall  see  again,  'tis  clear. 
Blows  followed  blows  in  quick  succession,  child, 
And  wrongs  unlooked  for  on  me  fast  have  piled; 
My  heart  has  failed  and  strength  indeed  has  gone, 
But  something  yet  for  thee  there  must  be  done. 
Both  night  and  day  I  pray  there  may  be  found 
A  lasting  friend  for  thee,  sincere  and  sound; 
And  as  the  weakness  of  my  body  grows. 
The  tide  of  faith  in  this  more  strongly  flows 
That  thou'lt  be  tended,  loved,  and  cared  for,  pet. 
And  thou,  I  hope,  in  years  wilt  ne'er  forget 
To  faithful  be  to  God  and  ever  true 
To  thine  own  conscience  and  the  right  pursue. 
A  day  may  come  when  thou  must  need'st  to  know 
Thy  mother's  fate  and  all  her  tale  of  woe. 
That  thou  should'st  learn  it  from  this  pen  of  mine, 
I  would,  my  child — so  hear  my  fate  and  thine. 
Thy  grandsire's  name  was  honoured  far  and  near 
And  lord  was  he  of  Gresford  Priory,  dear. 
Full  many  reigns  of  Vivians  have  been  there. 
And  I,  Sir  Poyntz's  only  child  and  heir. 
Chose  to  bestow  my  hand  and  heart  on  one 
Whom  my  dear  father  wished  not  for  a  son; 
Yet  he  denied  me  nought,  and  I  became 
The  bride  of  one  who  brought  me  only  shame. 
My  cousin  Lovell  was  the  man  I  chose — 
Lovell  Fitzgerald, — and  he  was  one  of  those 
Who  live  for  pleasure,  and  with  pain  I  add 
His  dissipations  too,  I  fear,  were  bad. 
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Still  loved  him  much  did  I  and  dreamt  grand  dreams 
That  mighty  love  like  mine  sometimes  redeems; 
But  ere  his  wife  I'd  been  one  brief  fortnight 
Revealed  the  fact  was  in  its  truest  Hght 
That  I  no  power  had  o'er  my  husband's  life 
To  wean  him  from  his  dissipations  rife. 
Too  well  he  knew  me  not  to  feel  secure 
That  no  reproach  I'd  make,  but  would  endure. 
In  silence  suffered  I  neglect  and  pain, 
In  silence  longed  I  to  be  back  again 
At  the  dear  Priory  with  my  honoured  sire, 
Whose  love  and  care  for  me  could  never  tire. 
But  nay — no  step  like  this  could  be  retraced; 
Both  home  and  joy  beyond  me  now  were  placed. 
Time  passed  and  you,  my  little  darling,  came 
And  life  for  me  no  longer  was  the  same. 
The  clouds  were  lifted  and  the  sun  shone  bright, 
New  life  possessed  me  and  my  heart  was  light — 
Methought  that  thou  might'st  prove  the  daisy-chain 
To  lead  thy  father's  love  to  me  again. 
Brief  was  the  time  that  this  sweet  hope  did  gild 
My  shadowed  path,  the  castles  I  did  build 
Were  rudely  shattered  to  the  dust  one  day; 
Dispelled  for  time  was  cheering  Hope's  bright  ray. 
There  came  to  me  a  Parsee  lady,  child. 
And  told  me — I — (the  thought  still  drives  me  wild) — 
Thy  mother — was  no  wife,  but  only  dupe 
Of  him,  thy  sire — oh !  child,  that  he  should  stoop 
To  such  deceit.    This  lady  was  his  wife; 
And  I  had  loved  him — loved  him  more  than  life. 
God  knows  how  hard  for  me  it  was  to  bear — 
Yea,  to  believe!     Alas!  I  scarce  could  dare 
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To  look  the  stern  fact  in  the  face  for  long, 
Such  agony  of  mind  could  I  prolong. 
My  reason  Providence  in  mercy  spared, 
For  illness  vanquished  care.    When  health  repaired, 
Afifrighted  I  at  desolation's  bane, 
To  have  my  father  with  me  I  was  fain 
And  I  unwisely  wrote  and  told  him  all — 
Then  followed  fatal  shock  and  sudden  call. 
It  broke,  alas !  my  dearest  father's  heart — 
His  daughter's  grief,  his  only  child's  sad  part. 
I  stand  alone  with  thee,  my  little  pet — 
An  heiress  too :   that  fact  I  e'en  forget. 
In  Chancery  I  have  placed,  my  child,  for  you 
All  Gresford  Priory  acres,  old  and  new. 
Thine  all  my  riches  are,  claim  them  you  may. 
Be  kind  to  needy  ones  around,  I  pray; 
To  sad  and  suff'ring  souls  thy  pity  show 
And  cheer  the  darkened  paths  they  have  to  go. 
That  with  thy  father  thou'lt  ne'er  meet,  I  trust; 
But  should'st  thou  do,  remember  that  thou  must 
Forgive  him,  child,  as  I  thy  mother  does. 
And  pray  for  him  and  love  around  him  close. 
Long  is  this  letter,  but  I  could  go  on 
Until  my  few  remaining  days  are  done 
Talking  to  thee  in  distant  future  days 
When  thou  the  world  hast  seen  and  all  its  ways. 
I  see  thee  now  a-playing  by  my  side, 
Hindustani  prattling  in  thy  infant  pride. 
I  see  another  picture  of  thee,  child. 
When  Time  to  womanhood  hast  thee  beguiled, 
I  feel  my  daughter's  arms  around  my  neck, 
Our  hot  tears  mingling  o'er  thy  mother's  wreck. 
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To  my  imagination's  fevered  sight 
The  sympathy  is  sweet —  but  now,  good-night. 
Good-night,  my  darling,  rest  in  God  complete, 
Till  on  the  Resm-rection  Morn  we  meet 
And  be  united  where  no  sin  may  stain, 
And  all  Eternity  forget  earth's  pain.' 
This  precious  letter  Oriana  read 
And  close  she  felt  to  her  dear  mother  dead. 
She  pondered  over  all  its  words  conveyed 
And  in  her  mind  her  father's  sin  surveyed — 
The  thought  of  that  dread  night  aboard  his  yacht 
When  he  confederate  was  in  that  dark  plot. 
— A  sick'ning  shiver  passed  through  all  her  frame 
As  on  his  guilty  part  she  dwelt  with  shame. 
Again  she  saw  him  at  his  sister's  home, 
World-worn  and  ill,  and  pity  did  o'ercome. 
But  here  a  message  comes  to  her  in  haste. 
Requesting  her  no  further  time  to  waste. 
The  Lady  Gertrude  Selkrig  sends  to  say 
She  must  repair  to  town  without  delay; 
Fitzgerald's  life  is  ebbing  with  fell  speed 
And  Oriana's  presence  he  doth  plead. 
Too  late  it  was  to  start  that  very  night. 
But  she  would  leave  next  morn  at  earliest  light. 
Roused  now  to  action,  she  resolved  to  find 
The  wife  and  son  of  him  who  filled  her  mind, 
And  soon  to  Mahda,  whom  she  finds  alone, 
She  hands  the  message  and  in  earnest  tone 
Beseeches  her  to  go  and  help  to  soothe 
And  make  the  dying  man's  last  moments  smooth. 
'My  child,  you  know  not  what  you  ask ! '  she  cried. 
'If  saving  him  from  death  on  this  relied — 
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A  cup  of  water  cold  from  out  my  hand, — 
I'd  dash  it  to  the  ground  I     This  understand.' 
Staggered  to  hear  this  vengeance  so  complete, 
Utt'ring  a  cry,  the  girl  fell  at  her  feet.  ^ 

Too  great  had  proved  the  trials  of  the  day, 
And  for  a  space  oblivion  holds  its  sway. 
When  she  again  to  consciousness  awoke. 
The  silence  of  the  room  her  brother  broke. 
As  pale  as  death  to  him  she  made  appeal, 
'Dying  our  father  lies;  some  pity  feel — 
Oh !  do  some  mercy  show;  he's  sinned  'gainst  heaven 
Far  more  than  e'er  'gainst  us;  he'll  be  forgiven 
There,  if  he  but  ask,  then  why  should  we  refuse 
The  mercy  heaven  will  grant  him  so  profuse?' 
To  her  he  turned,  his  ever-guiding  star, 
'My  mother,  tell  me  what  thy  wishes  are?' 
'My  son,  if  thine  own  heart  do  so  incline 
To  see  this  prodigal,  no  wish  of  mine 
Shall  e'er  prevent  thee.    Bear  him  from  me 
This  message,  boy:   When  I  did  from  him  flee, 
Assure  him  this,  that  from  that  time  my  hate 
For  him  remains,  and  ne'er  shall  it  abate ! 
Shrink  not  from  me,  sweet  girl,  but  this  believe, 
That  I  two  people  am — one,  you  perceive, 
A  fierce  avenging  woman  for  her  wrongs. 
But  for  her  son  a  tender  heart  belongs. 
Go,  both  of  you,  I  will  remain  behind 
Till  you  have  both  fulfilled  this  mission  kind. 
A  righteous  punishment  to  him  'twill  be 
The  children  of  his  own  proud  blood  to  see — 
Only  a  tantalizing  little  glance 
As  he  to  meet  his  doom  doth  fast  advance.' 
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The  brother  then  his  sister's  hand  did  take 
And  with  decision  his  resolve  did  make. 
'Unworthy  I  should  be  of  brother's  name 
If  I  refrained  from  making  this  my  aim — 
To  feel  a  charge  my  sister's  future  weal 
And  her  protector  be,  both  strong  and  leal. 
Our  plans  will  altered  be, — say,  mother  mine, 
In  this  you  do  agree  and  will  combine.' 
'My  son,  I  live  for  thee  and  each  new  day 
Sees  all  thy  wishes  mine,  and  so  alway.' 


X 


Next  day  at  early  morn  we  see  them  start 

To  fill  their  intricate  and  trying  part. 

And  while  they  thus  are  speeding  on  their  way, 

Tossing  in  feverish  pain  their  father  lay; 

Full  well  he  knew  his  time  to  live  was  brief 

And  the  one  thought  which  caused  him  poignant 

grief 
Was  he  might  pass  from  life  before  his  child 
Might  to  her  father  yet  be  reconciled — 
For  he  determined  was  to  tell  her  all, 
Tho'  on  strange  ears  the  tidings  ne'er  must  fall. 
List'ning  in  strange  suspense  as  now  time  wore, 
The  sound  of  wheels  he  heard  cease  at  the  door, 
And  Lady  Gertrude  hastened  forth  to  greet 
The  girl  whom  anxiously  she  longed  to  meet. 
Surprised  was  she  to  see  her  not  alone, 
And  more  anon  when  with  impressive  tone 
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Did  Oriana  to  her  introduce 
Her  brother — volunteering  no  excuse. 
Hearing  at  once  the  sick  man's  anxious  state, 
Without  delay  she  begged  on  him  to  wait. 
'Alone  this  interview  I  crave,'  she  said; 
And  Gertrude  marvelled  where  the  myst'ry  led. 
Cleared  now  the  room,  and  with  a  beating  heart 
Our  Oriana  entered  on  her  part. 
No  formal  greeting  had  the  maid  prepared 
As  she  towards  the  dying-bed  repaired. 
Her  heart  was  full,  and  awestruck  she  did  stand 
When  she  beheld  the  stamp  of  death's  chill  hand 
So  plainly  marked  upon  the  sufif'rer's  face. 
Closed  are  his  eyes,  but  his  pale  fingers  trace 
Some  nervous  symbols  'cross  his  eyes  and  brow; 
In  feverish  thought  his  brain  seems  working  now. 
The  girl  knelt  down  and  gentle  hand  she  laid 
On  his  which  now  on  silken  coverlet  played. 
'Father!'  she  whispered,  'I  have  come  at  last.' 
The  sick  man  started  and  with  look  aghast, 
'Child,  what  meaneth  this?    Wherefore  this  name? 
Heard  I  aright  or  are  mine  ears  to  blame?' 
'I  called  thee  father;  dost  thou  not  know?* 
Then,  bodily  weakness  or  contrition's  woe — 
Impossible  to  tell — whiche'er  the  cause. 
But  long  the  great  tears  rolled  without  a  pause 
Down  the  pained  face  of  him  who  had  dared  all 
And  naught  had  feared  and  naught  e'er  did  appal. 
The  girl  arose  and  tenderly  she  prest 
Her  father's  brow  with  soothing  kiss  of  rest. 
'Be  calm,  my  father;  mother  thee  forgave. 
And  so  do  I.    Thy  malady  is  grave; 
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Eternity  is  near;  I  pray  that  peace 

From  God  may  rest  on  thee  and  e'er  increase ! ' 

'My  child,  my  child  I '  he  gasped,  'who  has  so  dared 

To  tell  thee  how  thy  noble  mother  fared?' 

'Hush,  father;  none  has  dared.    'Tis  well  to  know 

The  truth  and  heaven's  just  penance  undergo. 

My  father,  are  thou  strong  enough  to  bear 

A  great  surprise  ? — if  so,  do  now  prepare. 

For  one  there  is  who  now  comes  to  thy  room 

Who  will,  methinks,  with  gladness  cheer  thy  gloom.' 

Then  to  the  sick-room  silently  did  glide 

A  noble  youth,  whom  she  now  did  confide 

Unto  her  new-found  father's  dying  care 

As  his  own  true-born  son — his  legal  heir. 

Their  hands  met,  and  a  long  and  earnest  look 

The  father  and  the  son  for  moments  took. 

Each  felt  the  power  of  speech  from  him  had  fled. 

At  last,  in  stricken  voice,  the  sick  man  said : 

'A  sad  re-union  this,  methinks,  my  son. 

In  me  you  see  a  wreck  whose  life  is  done.' 

'  'Tis  better,  father,  thus  to  meet  than  ne'er,' 

His  son  made  answer  in  a  soothing  air. 

Then  quietly  Oriana  slipped  away, 

For  they  had  many  private  words  to  say. 

Within  an  hour,  when  she  again  returned, 

More  strong  her  father  seemed;  his  heart  now  turned 

With  true  anxiety  for  his  children's  weal. 

For  one  more  year  of  life  he  groaned  aloud, 

Now  sunshine  for  him  had  dispelled  the  cloud. 

'My  wealth,'  he  said,  'my  daughter  will  possess; 

But  this,  indeed,  need  cause  me  no  distress, 

For  she  will  share  it  with  her  brother  now.' 
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And  Oriana  said  she  would  endow 
Him  with  the  whole — she  would  require  no  more 
Than  her  just  heritage,  her  mother's  store. 
The  patient  soon  they  left  in  peace  to  rest, 
And  to  the  Lady  Gertrude  they  confest 
The  whole  strange  secret  that  had  her  perplexed. 
And  glad  was  she  that  fate  had  thus  annexed 
As  niece  her  beautiful  and  gifted  friend, 
Likewise  the  noble  youth  she  did  commend 
As  also  being  of  Fitzgerald  kin. 
So  her  appreciation  both  did  win. 
Asleep  went  Lovell,  and  awakened  when 
His  mantel  clock  had  chimed  the  hour  of  ten; 
For  Oriana  he  at  once  did  ask, 
Who  for  herself  had  planned  a  loving  task 
Of  all  night  vigil  by  his  side  to  keep 
His  other  watchers  might  have  welcome  sleep. 
Arrangement  this  which  Lovell  welcomed  too, 
To  feel  her  near  and  have  her  comfort  true 
His  parting  struggles  would  make  less  to  bear, 
And  she  for  death  might  help  him  to  prepare. 
The  Lady  Gertrude  wished  to  share  her  task, 
Her  brother  too  the  privilege  did  ask; 
But  Oriana  begged  them  all  to  rest. 
For  other  nights  might  put  their  strength  to  test. 
Spent  was  h\^  strength,  but  with  what  still  remained 
To  talk  with  her  he  every  effort  strained. 
At  length,  worn  out,  a  death-like  silence  fell 
Till  broken  by  a  voice  she  scarce  could  tell 
Requesting  from  his  depths  of  pillows  piled  : 
'Pray,  if  'tis  worth  thy  while  for  me,  my  child.' 
She,  lowly  kneeling,  bent  her  drooping  head, 
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And  with  emotion  this  the  prayer  she  said : 

'Glory  to  Thee,  O  Lord!  and  praise  heartfelt 

For  this  great  goodness  to  Thy  servants  dealt 

That  we  together  suppliants  at  Thy  throne 

May  plead  Thy  boundless  mercy  for  our  own; 

Revealed  to  Thee  are  secrets  of  the  heart, 

Grant  to  my  father  ere  he  doth  depart. 

Oh,  God!   fulfilment  of  contrition's  want, 

And  Thy  forgiving  mercy  to  him  grant. 

May  Thy  Divine  will  spare  him  ling'ring  pain, 

And,  Oh,  receive  his  passing  soul  to  gain 

Eternal  rest  with  Thee.     Hear,  Lord,  our  cry! 

And  may  Thy  Presence  with  us  e'er  be  by. 

Amen! '    And  Lovell's  echo  came,  'Amen. 

'God  grant,  dear  girl,'  continuing  then, 

'That  thy  life  may  as  pure  be  to  the  end 

As  in  the  past.     Thanks  to  that  noble  friend 

To  thee  who  was  a  father,  teacher,  guide, 

In  his  wise  ways  thou  ever  wilt  abide. 

Shalt  thou  in  future  make  thy  lasting  home 

With  him  who  now  into  thy  life  has  come. 

Thy  brother?'     'Nay,  father,'  came  the  answer  soft, 

'But  sister's  part  to  him  I'll  act,  and  meet  him  oft.' 

His  sight,  now  dim,  her  every  movement  viewed 

With  calm  content  as  she  her  watch  renewed. 

Among  his  pillows  he  lay  back  to  rest. 

His  pale  hands  quietly  folded  on  his  breast. 

And  Oriana  hoped  he  lay  in  prayer. 

This  thought  sweet  comfort  to  her  heart  did  bear. 

The  mantel  clock  the  hour  of  two  had  chimed. 
Her  anxious  vigil  seemed  to  her  long  timed, 
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The  mid-night  hours  their  stilly  silence  kept, 
The  watcher's  eyelids  closed,  and — yes — she  slept. 
In  fancy's  dream  she  spirit  garlands  wove 
Round  the  sick  mortal  for  whom  pity  strove. 
With  start  she  woke,  and  checked  her  wand'ring 

mind, 
Length  of  neglected  duty  she  must  find. 
She  found  that  only  twenty  minutes'  space 
Had  been  the  full  excess  of  her  disgrace. 
Her  patient  had  not  stirred,  and  as  she  bent 
O'er  his  still  form,  a  chilling  breath  there  went 
Her   whole   frame   through — that   look   she'd   seen 

before. 
The  soul  had  passed;  ay,  passed  for  ever  more. 
Rousing  the  household  with  the  greatest  haste, 
They  flocking  came,  and  did  no  moment  waste. 
Too  late — for  Lovell  had  the  portal  crossed 
Which  mortals  all  must  cross,  smoothwise  or  tossed. 
Transition  in  this  case  had  taken  place 
In  soothing  sleep,  and  there  remained  no  trace 
Of  quiv'ring  tremor  or  a  passing  sigh 
To  signify  the  parting  soul's  good-bye. 
Mysterious  are  the  ways  of  God  in  this. 
A  man  whom  few  indeed  had  cause  to  miss. 
For  self  and  pleasure  he  had  lived  through  life, 
And  caused  the  keenest  suff' ring,  pain,  and  strife. 
Few  actions  good  could  to  his  name  record. 
Although  on  him  were  earth's  fair  treasures  poured. 
Yet  his  imprisoned  soul  with  tender  ease 
Did  God  in  his  great  myst'ry  thus  release, 
When  oft  our  bleeding  stricken  hearts  are  torn 
To  see  the  agonies  of  good  men  borne. 
Men  good  and  noble,  loved,  and  missed,  and  grieved, 
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Yet  racking  pain  they  bear  till  life's  relieved. 
Still  to  our  wounded  hearts  and  anguish  qualm : 
'God  loveth  whom  he  chas'neth,'  comes  as  balm. 
Fitzgerald's  death  gave  little  cause  for  grief, 
Remembrance  of  him  in  his  world  was  brief; 
Only  a  passing  nine  days'  wonder  that 
In  his  funereal  stately  coach  there  sat 
His  wife  and  son  arrived  in  England  here 
Whose  home  had  been  another  hemisphere. 
There  also  floated  rumour's  whispers  grim 
That  Edith  Vivian  had  been  wronged  by  him, 
And  Gresford  Priory's  heiress  nothing  more 
Than  the  young  brilliant  artist  met  before. 
Scandal  rose  rampant  for  a  little  space 
Which  brought  a  blush  to  Oriana's  face. 
She  longed  to  shelter  in  her  Welsh  retreat. 
But  calls  on  time  with  men  of  law  to  meet 
Prevented  her  this  longing  to  attain, 
For  yet  some  little  time  she  must  remain. 
Her  mother's  land  and  home  at  once  she  claimed. 
Her  dying  wishes  to  obey  she  aimed. 
Awakened  to  her  vaster  duties  now. 
She  made  to  heav'n  a  solemn,  sacred  vow 
To  lend  to  highest  end  this  gen'rous  trust, 
For  which  to  render  an  account  she  must 
When  she,  too,  passes  on  to  Judgment  Day, 
That  waits  for  each  and  all,  come  when  it  may. 


XI 


Once  more  at  home,  she  sadly  walks  around 
The  garden  that  she  loves  as  hallowed  ground, 
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For  Dearest's  footsteps  oft  had  wandered  there 
While  he  had  breathed  the  perfumed  evening  air 
And  her  instructed  in  great  Nature's  book 
With  many  a  tender  word  and  loving  look. 
'Oh,  blessed  time !     Gone,  ne'er  to  come  again; 
Unbearable  without  him  is  this  stain. 
News  travels  fast  and  far,  and  so  it  seems 
The  secret's   out,  and  nothing  me  redeems. 
To  the  old  Priory  soon  I  must  repair. 
Begin  new  life,  and  take  up  duties  there; 
But  dear  old  "Mayville's"  happy  days  are  gone 
With  riches,  aunt,  and  brother.     I  am  lone; 
But  I  will  try  the  bitter  sting  to  hide, 
And  for  the  future  useful  work  provide. 
That  would  my  dearest  lost  one  please  I  know 
If  he  can  feel  what  happens  here  below. 
Her  brother  and  his  mother  when  in  town 
One  day  with  her  had  made  a  journey  down 
To  see  the  Priory  home,  fair  Edith's  place, 
Where  she  had  longed  in  vain  to  end  her  race. 
Great  plans  obsessed  our  Oriana's  mind : 
Her  chiefest  joy  was  doing  actions  kind. 
No  time  she  lost  in  giving  orders  thus 
To  build  at  once  for  aged  couple's  use 
Two  rows  of  pretty  homes,  both  snug  and  warm, 
To  shelter  needy  ones  from  old  age  harm. 
A  row  on  either  side  her  carriage  drive, 
In  them  she  hoped  would  peace  and  plenty  thrive. 
Deeply  engrossed  is  she  this  very  day 
In  drawing  up  these  plans  in  her  own  way. 
While  so  engaged  to  her  was  brought  the  name 
Of  Lord  Greenleaves  who  as  a  visitor  came, 
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Both  glad  and  sad  did  Oriana  go 
The  honour  of  his  visit  then  to  know. 
He  came  his  suit  to  plead  with  her  again, 
And  though  full  well  assured  'twas  all  in  vain, 
He  pleaded  e'en  to  have  a  part  allowed 
In  her  life-work.     Her  head  she  bowed, 
And  hot  tears  filled  her  eyes  as  she  inquires : 
'My  Lord  Greenleaves  can  still  have  these  desires; 
Hast  thou  not  heard  cruel  rumours  of  my  shame, 
My  Mother's  wrongs  and  my  own  tainted  name.'" 
'Were  the  whole  world  to  raise  its  loudest  voice, 
To  come  to  thee  again  I  would  rejoice.' 
'Thou'rt  good,  and  deepest  gratitude.  I  feel 
For  friendship  thus  unshaken  you  reveal; 
But  what  thou  ask'st,  my  lord,  can  never  be, 
Inheritance  of  shame  must  die  with  me. 
I  ne'er  shall  wed,  but  much  I  need  a  friend. 
Wilt  thou  my  truest  friend  be  to  the  end  ? 
Give  me  thy  counsel  in  my  new  life  sphere, 
Together  with  my  brother  living  near. 
Then  bravely  I  may  face  the  future's  tide 
With  such  supporters  waiting  at  my  side.' 
To  Lord  Greenleaves  she  showed  her  cottage  plans. 
And  he  his  eye  of  interest  o'er  them  scans. 
He  makes  suggestions,  some  which  pleSise  her  much. 
In  many  thoughts  and  tastes  they  came  in  touch. 
To  her  Lord  Greenleaves  shone  in  strange  new  light, 
And  when  departure  came  both  hearts  were  bright. 
He  left  engaged — but  so  in  friendship's  ties, 
And  thus  he  will  remain  till  either  dies. 
A  letter  to  her  brother  he  did  bear, 
And  soon  he  made  it  his  especial  care 
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To  go  to  him — and  that  short  visit  proved 

That  kindred  spirits  in  them  both  had  moved. 

They  both  agreed  to  Oriana  ought 

A  change  of  scene  and  travel  to  be  brought. 

Mayhap  she  might  forget  her  grief  of  late, 

And  once  more  taste  her  happy  former  state. 

Mahda  Fitzgerald  (for  so  she  now  is  named, 

Before  times  she'd  not  deigned  this  to  have  claimed). 

Her  hatred  of  that  name  is  of  the  past, 

And  she  her  true  position  holds  at  last. 

Mahda  desires  they  start  without  delay, 

The  girl  she  loves  and  near  her  likes  to  stay. 


XII 


An  int'resting  quartette  we  see  one  day 
From  Charing  Cross  start  on  their  pilgrim  way. 
My  Lord  Greenleaves,  young  Lovell  (such  his  name), 
Mahda,  and  Oriana  formed  the  same; 
But  stay,  alas !  the  noble  Dash  we  miss. 
He,  too,  is  there,  and  goes — remember  this. 
In  Paris  they  remain  one  happy  week, 
And  all  for  Oriana's  pleasure  seek. 
In  Mahda  does  a  strong  affection  grow 
For  this  young  girl  she'd  dealt  so  fell  a  blow. 
But  Rome,  majestic  Rome,  the  girl  inspires, 
The  masters'  genius  there  her  bosom  fires. 
Amany  pleasant  days  and  months  they  spend 
In  this  old  home  of  interests  without  end. 
And  there  with  awe  did  Oriana  meet. 
True  art  and  culture  at  their  highest  seat 
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Ere  since  to  her  the  revelation  came 

Of  that  sad  secret  of  her  time-stained  name 

Her  wonted  robe  of  white  was  strait  way  changed, 

And  sombre  black  for  it  had  been  exchanged. 

In  Rome  Lord  Greenleaves  her  a  token  gave 

Of  friendship  that  would  last  beyond  the  grave. 

It  took  the  form  of  golden  armlet  rope, 

Faith  symbolised  with  Charity  and  Hope. 

On  her  white  arm  himself  he  clasped  it  there, 

And  it  through  life  did  Oriana  wear. 

E'en  when  the  curtain  of  her  last  sleep  fell 

Remained  on  her  cold  arm  this  friendship  spell. 


Their  time  in  Rome  was  nearing  now  its  close ; 
But  ere  they  left  another  grief  arose. 
Dash,  noble  Dash,  the  ever-faithful  friend, 
Was  here  his  aged  and  honoured  days  to  end. 
The  tears  were  bitter  Oriana  shed : 
The  last  joy  of  the  happy  past  had  fled. 
Dear  gentle,  loving  Dash  in  Rome  lay  dead, 
Italian  soil  would  cover  soon  his  head. 
An  ardent  nobleman  whom  she  had  met 
A  Palace  garden  tomb  gave  to  her  pet. 
And  there  his  body  rests  in  princely  state 
Beneath  a  marble  stone  with  name  and  date. 


XIII 

At  Gresford  Priory  they  arrived  one  day, 
And  Oriana  there  begins  her  sway. 
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She  finds  her  cottage  scheme  all  full  complete; 
The  cots  are  passing  picturesque  and  sweet. 
On  each  side  of  her  lodge-gate  there  they  stand, 
With  plots  of  pretty  garden  at  command. 
Furnished  are  they  with  comfort  and  with  taste, 
And  Oriana  little  time  doth  waste 
Until  she  hath  the  needy  couples  found 
Whom  she  can  throw  her  shelt'ring  arm  around, 
And  shield  their  last  days  from  neglect  and  want — 
The  ghastly  phantoms  which  old  age  do  daunt. 


The  Homes  of  Rest  are  filled,  the  old  folks  beam 
With  glad  content  and  happiness  supreme; 
Their  lot  is  cast  at  last  in  pleasant  ways, 
In  peace  and  comfort  end  they  shall  their  days; 
But  these  alone  are  not  the  only  few 
Her  loving  sympathy  and  kind  deeds  knew. 
In  every  humble  home  around  her  place 
Is  known  her  beautiful  and  saint-like  face. 
The  Lady  of  the  Manor's  pitying  ear 
Is  many  tales  of  sorrow  called  to  hear, 
And  none  e'er  looks  to  her  for  help  in  vain 
To  smooth  their  path  of  briery  earthly  pain. 
Her  aunt,  the  Lady  Gertrude,  often  strays 
To  the  old  Priory,  and  remains  for  days 
With  her  beloved  niece,  whom  she  adores. 
But  whose  unwedded  state  she  still  deplores. 
Near,  too  her  brother's  home,  and  proud  he  feels 
As  each  new  and  unselfish  trait  reveals 
Her  noble  soul — that  he  his  sister  found. 
His  thoughts  of  loving  care  for  her  abound. 
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Now  we  our  last  and  tender  leave  must  take 

Of  her  whom  with  reluctance  we  forsake. 

In  life's  mid-afternoon  we  leave  her  there, 

As  beautiful  as  yore  and  e'en  more  fair. 

See  her  now  sitting  on  the  Priory  lawn, 

And  at  her  side,  as  if  by  magnet  drawn, 

Nigel,   Lord   Greenleaves,   on  whom   depends   she 

most 
For  friendly  aid.     His  love  she's  never  lost. 
Farewell,  sweet  Oriana,  speed  thy  work; 
May  no  sad  secret  sorrow  in  thee  lurk. 
A  saintly  halo  thy  sweet  name  surrounds 
From  those  good  deeds  of  which  thy  life  abounds. 
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